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DEDICATION. 



To MY Mother — she by whose side I laughed and 

sang,— 
From whose bright eyes first dawned the light of love, — 
Whose lips first breathed the name of Jesus, — 
Shielded my youth from rough blasts of the world , — 
Who led me gently up the steps of knowledge, 
Then left me; but pointing where Calvary shed its 

saving light, 
Bade me journey thitherward, — I dedicate these pages. 
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ing upon tne puiou^., «. 

noblest in which no labour should be deemed too 
great, I have sought to add a few thoughts to the 
store already bequeathed to the world. If they 
are approved, I shall have gained my desire; if 
not, I shall hope to receive any hints in the spirit 
of one who loves his work and desire.^ \."Ci ^\^^^^^. 



PREFACE. 



No BOOK, I should suppose, has ever been written 
without an object. From an ardent love of litera- 
ture, a profound admiration of the men who have 
left us legacies of thought and beauty, and, I 
suppose, from that feature in man that induces us 
to strive to follow those we most admire, and look- 
ing upon the pursuit of literature as one of the 
noblest in which no labour should be deemed too 
great, I have sought to add a few thoughts to the 
store already bequeathed to the world. If they 
are approved, I shall have gained my desire; if 
not, I shall hope to receive any hints in the spirit 
of one who loves his work and d^svt^^ x.c> ^\ci^^^&. 



VI PREFACE. 

In the Poem, " From Calvary," I had purposed 
relating the struggles and triumphs of Christianity, 
from the night of the Crucifixion to our own times. 
I had no intention of writing a long Poem, but of 
bringing together groups of the chief historical 
characters, and impressing the incidents that fol- 
lowed from their teaching or aims, making of each 
period a separate work or study. In this first part 
the characters are in a great degree dim or indis- 
tinct, but the work accomplished was so great that, 
when studying the historical features of Christianity 
to the death of Paul, we feel we are following the 
footsteps of the noblest men who have left any 
mark upon the world. The Poem opens with a 
view of the ancient world; passing then to the 
Holy Land and Calvary — by Prophecy and the 
Crucifixion, to the one point most prominent after 
the close of our Saviour's mission on Calvary — 
takes Paul, the "Apostle of the Gentile world," and 
following in his footsteps, seeks to indicate the 
advance of Christianity, its aggression on the 
heathen world, and results. 

The "Hunter's Tale" was written in the year 



PREFACE. VU 

1866. It is one of those incidents of war that so 
much impress us when they come under the head 
of individual, and not in a general view, but of 
which we may be sure there are many thousands. 
The reader will perceive that it is an incident 
of the late American Civil War, than which no war 
has ever left a deeper scar on the memories of 
home. 

R. xl. 

Northampton, 

April 30M, 1869. 
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BOOK L 



The World's Great Book wide open lies ; 

The written past we read in characters 

The good and great have left behind them, 

In footprints of destroying hosts of armed men and 

subtle vice ; 
The present ever bright and beautiful 
We. read with many varying senses, 
As the world presses or buoys us onward ; 
The living present speaks with thrilling voice, 
The good and evil battling ever — 
Girding us round on every hand, 
Teaching us lessons — ceasing never : 
The past, even as some legend old we read^ 
Finding the precious grains oi trulYv — 
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Heart stirrings of the mighty men 

Saved from the wreck of ages. 

****** 

Living in the midst of days between the ages — 
Between the ages of the giant past, 
And the much greater future, dimly looming ; 
The past, when holy prophets Heaven inspired, 
Gave forth Jehovah's law, or taught 
With voice that came upon the darkened world 
With seraph softness or with thunder power, 
Man's duty to his God or promise sweet. 
Of wilderness rejoicing, of souls made glad : 
When reason vainly sought to find 
The place where God might dwell : 
When superstition held the soul in thrall, 
And led it trembling in the darksome road 
To shrines on every mount and vaJe and grove. 
With many mysteries and unknown creeds, 
Fettered did lead it to the gates of death. 

With reason for their light men lived and died, 
No light of inspiration fell upon the world, 
Save to the honoured race of Abraham's sons, 
Kindling where'er it fell a life on earth. 
That ever upward streamed to Heaven ; 
When ancient peoples, famed for wealth. 
For wisdom, for philosophy, and subtle science^ 
Lived thro' the ages, leaving no mark 
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Whereby to find the hiding place of Him 
Who spake, and worlds were bom. 

How swift Time's ploughshare ran athwart the 

ancient world. 
As tho' to raze all marks of ancient cities — 
Towers of strength, that barred the march, 
Born when the Saviour trod the sacred soil 
Of Judah's hills and vales and hallowed groves, 
Scattering the Heavenly laws, that thro* the ages, 
Onward borne of mighty wings in bannered strength. 
Stirring the nations from the old-world's sleep, 
To dawning of more glorious days of peace. 
Old and worn, the number of its days all told. 
Its fruitless race of grandeur ended — 
Like to a wasted life that nothing le*ves 
Upon Time's page to tell the worth of living. 
Went the old world to its rest. 
The gorgeous shrines of ancient Greece, 
Egypt's and Chaldea's massive temples, 
The pride — the regal pomp of Rome, 
Paled their lustre 'fore the conquering band. 
That heralded Salvation to the world. 

The youthful vigour of tiie ancient race. 
Like to a giant, beautiful in strength. 
Drinking the rushing winds that swept the hills, 
The breezes freshened by the virgin woods. 
Joining the chase on hill and va\e^ 

B2 
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Sleeping beneath the starry cope of Heaven, 
Nor dreaming that those starry curtains hid 
The unknown God — long sought, unfound. 
Wrestling with nature, cities built 
On mountain heights and desert plains, 
Wrestingfrom hard-ribbed rocks the rugged stones — 
The broken links that bind their world with ours. 

The sunset tinged old Tadmor's towers 
(Now broken, shattered by the hand of Time), 
The sun hath bathed them in those earlier days, 
When busy merchants trod the peopled streets, 
And weary caravans from desertward. 
Laden with riches of the fruitful East, 
Passed thro' its massive gates with gladdened hearts. 
The sunset fell and played unchecked 
On ruined tower and sculptured capital, 
And thousand beams of pearly light 
Lit up the silent ruined temples — 
Even as in days when priest and people 
Stood 'neath the dome for evening worship. 
Upon the sepulchre of thousand dead it fell, 
In all the roseate tints of orient clime — 
The city, sepulchre of long lost race, 
Whose day of glory and of greatness ended, 
Slept on in death's deep silent slumber. 
Emblem of heathen world that too must die, 
Few relics leaving of its might and power, 
To tell with what strong chain \t\vt\d the world. 
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Journeying from Chaldea to the sacred soil, 
Trod by the Son of Heaven's great King, 
I paused amid the wreck of Tadmor's towers, 
To read the signs Time's finger there had written. 
The silence that doth reign o'er ruined cities, 
Driven by the marvellous burst of lights 
Fled from the grey old ruined towers — 
And all the mighty dead that once held revel there, 
From risen graves again the city paced, 
And thousand voices merchant cities give, 
With voice of mirth that wealth doth 'waken, 
Sent forth the life pulse on the desert winds ; 
The busy phantoms quick dispelling — 
The swift and gloomy veil of night 
Came hurrying up before the stirring breeze. 
The darkened columns stood as giant shapes. 
And leaden beat of wild bird's wing, 
With dismal cry of crouching wolf. 
Shrouded the city in an awful gloom, 
Gloom that such cities hide God's curse has fallen 
upon. 

Dead, dead! the memory of their name alone 

remaining ; 
A few grey ruins left to mark their place on earth. 
Stand the old cities of the ancient time, 
Yet speaking from the distant ages. 
As resurrected dead might speak, — 
A saddening tale, yet proud withal •, 
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A saddening tale of hastening steps to ruin, 

Yet proud of ancestry and deeds of power ; 

Of wealth, that holds the heart of man, 

Of splendour, wealth alone can give 

Cities formed of regal palaces, gorgeous temples 

Built to cheat old Time his prey. 

Yet fallen, decayed, naught but their ancient fame 

remaining ; 
Their palaces the wild beasts haunt, 
The storms of ages swept the temples bare, 
And 'neath the ruin of the gorgeous shrines 
Are priest and deity together sleeping. 

From restless striving of the new-world men, 
From old ocean's many dangers, 
From waving corn-fields of my native land, 
That dear and hallowed spot for ever home ; 
From graves of loved ones shadowed deep, 
From "Seven Churches" that the angels 

mourned, 
From many rivers of the great and mighty 
I hastened to the sacred soil the Saviour trod — 
Jerusalem, the city grand in story ; 
Jerusalem, the home of many prophets ; 
The gardens, walls, and vales surrounding. 
The cedar and the vine-clad hills — 
All with a sacred glory crowned ; 
Brightening from the memory of Him who trod 
Its hiUs and vales and shady groves ; 
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Who taught in temple or in desert plain, 

Whose loving voice with healing power 

From day dawn even to sunset glory, 

Spake peace and love to all who came. 

Yet more than all on Calvary's height, 

I fain would rest at eventide, or break of day. 

To catch the sounding choir from earthward rushing, 

Rising to Heaven as the trumpet blast. 

Heralding the march of nations. 

Who would not climb the hallowed mount. 

And for a time refresh the soul ? 

Drink in new life of Jesus' love, 

Gaze down towards Bethany and Bethphage fair ; 

Gethsemane's dark and awful gloom, 

Resting beneath the risen Cross, 

Shadowing the heights of Calvary. 



Many a marvel the old bards sang — 

Bards, famed and honoured in courts of kings ; 

With master hand the lyre they swept. 

And stem hard knights renowned in fight 

Felt the warm thrill within their souls 

That love and song alone can kindle. 

They sang of love and knightly deeds ; 

The prowess of brave men renowned afar. 

Of fealty to their prince by battle proven : 

Of love they sang — love the brave alone can ^^ \ 

Of Chnstians warring 'gainst Pagan \io^X& \ 
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Of men^ devout, their ancient halls forsaking 

To dwell among the wilds of Judah's hills : 

Of perils and of dangers by the way ; 

Of mighty hosts to battle rushing — 

The thousand brave in death's arms smiling, 

Did they but die so holy cause sustaining. 

And often with these ancient bards 

I've converse held, when woods were green 

And birds were busy tutoring their young : 

Beneath the spreading oaks I've read and dreamed 

Of hermits wandering the sacred hills ; 

Of warriors hastening towards the holy shrine, 

Climbing the hills in haste, perchance to view. 

Rising above the distant heights. 

The matchless Temple of Jerusalem : 

And with advance of years, within me grew 

Desire as strong as old sea kings might feel, 

Stirring within their souls some unknown land to gain, 

So would I gaze on Judah's sacred soil 

Resting upon the mount where Jesus bled, 
From raising of the Cross even to our days. 
Old Time, with rapid finger ran the ages thro'— » 
The ages dating from the power newborn. 
When night closed down on Calvary's sacrifice. 
Flashed thro' the heathen world the heavenly light 
Upon Rome's proud imperial temples falling, 
Paling the fires of Grecian fanes. 
Startling the magi from theii mystic dxeaxfts^ 
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To Sabian priests at midnight hour, 

Flashing athwart the sky, the bright stars paling, 

Shining upon the forest tops where Druids dwelt, 

Circling the burning wastes of Afric's land : 

By Carthage and by Egypt's fabled shrine, 

On distant Asian temples falling, 

Rending the veil of priestly crime. 

As the pale lightning from the darkened clouds 

Leaping amid the pines on mountain heights, 

The Spirit of the mighty God on lightning wings 

Swept by the idols of the heathen world. 



The city slept, the weary watchman cried the hour; 

Nature in peaceful slumber lay ; 

The night winds of the balmy east 

With gentle breathing cooled the fevered brow ; 

The golden stars lit up the distant hills, 

The murmuring breeze sighed 'mid the cedar tops ; 

The soothing fragrance of the clustering vines 

Wrapt the senses in delicious slumber. 

In restless wanderings, in ceaseless watching, 

Beside the sepulchre where Jesus lay ; 

From hill to hill where oft His feet had trod, 

Down to the garden's darkened gloom. 

The sorrowing disciples passed the midnight hour. 

The voice of nature had for them no charm. 

The brightness of the starry host no comfoYt %^^ \ 

Oft did the watchman's voice that, vjeai'^ xv\^\. 



ro FROAC CALVARY. 

Startle the weeping saint with Heaven communing ; 

Yet 'twas not from despair they wept — 

But loss of Him, whose gentle words 

As no man spake could win the heart, 

Anguish of those who heard and saw 

The world's great Sacrifice given up that day. 

Fain would the priests believe the mission ended, 

Even as ambition oft has built 

Upon its harmless dupes some mystic scheme, 

Fann'd by fanatic breath to give it life. 

Which, at the blast of cold adversity, 

A weak unstable thing has fallen and died. 

A life-spring welling from the mountain rock, 

Nor arm of man could curb, or shock of nature. 

The oracles of God, a mighty power — 

Even as the stream of Time, widening down, 

Shaping the destiny of human things. 



In gloom of midnight, in the Temple's silence. 
The still small voice, or mightier vision. 
Came to old prophets by the sacred shrine — 
The men of God watching beside the altar. 
From earth to Heaven, from Heaven to earth e'er 

gazing. 
Waiting the spirit that oft filled the Temple, 
Listening to words that spake the future ; 
ImpelVd even as some noble vessel, 
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Caught by the under-current of the deep, 
Past the frail bounds of human skill, 
Breasting the wild waves as in defiance, 
Yet held withal from danger free — 
The prophets of the eternal God, 
With dauntless heart, before proud kings, 
The city's hate, the city's malice. 
Knowing not why, but within their souls 
Carr}qng right onward to the appointed goal 
The kindling of the eternal life within — 
Checking base fear that chills the heart, 
Strengthening the holy men to cry 
Upon the city walls, within the gates. 
Before the palace as beside the cottage. 
The words that through the Temple rang. 
Sounding the doom of kings and nations, 
Or pity, as heaven alone can pity : 
Love, as heaven alone can love. 

But mightier than the mightiest of old— 

A giant among mighty men — 

Rose the Apostle of the Gentile world. 

Standing beneath the Cross of Christ, 

Upon the threshold of the Heavenly work, 

But for a moment gazing onward 

Into the darkness wrought of ages. 

Shrouding the Godlike in deep midnight gloom. 

Gazing a moment outward, not uncertaui — 

Even as 'mid the vine-clad hiWs, 
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^Vhen Winter's storms with chilling breath 
Have locked the streams, changed nature's &ce, 
The good man walks 'mid rustling leaves 
Trusting withal as Heaven is sure, 
The budding Spring, the Summer's fruit, 
The golden gathering of Autumn days. 

Like a primeval forest, warped and tangled. 

Nourishing every weed and flower and tree — 

Those whose rich and generous life 

Give food and wealth ; those, too, whose poison^ 

Subtle and deadly, charm only to destroy :— 

Giants of proud imperial birth 

Girding the rock with cable strength. 

But many sweet and gentle flowers 

Bloom in the wilds of tangled jungles. 

Thus the Apostle in his holy strife, 

Found by the rushing waters of life^ stream, 

Found by the shrines of Pagan lands. 

Souls panting for the Christ, the life Divine. 



How great events of time, hinging on mortal things, 

Stir the wide world ! as restless winds 

Battling upon the troubled deep. 

The way of Heaven, urging its course Divine, 

Moves with majestic march and Heavenly mien. 

Mourning the little work to-day accomplished. 

The saint steps forth, by some YvVslonc tcvaxV 
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Measjures the march of human things ; 

Measures the march of God among the nations — 

Sees — not with uncertainty of human skill— 

The rise and fall of all things turning ever, 

As streams towards the ocean run, 

Urging the purposes of Heaven, 

Even as some noble voyageur, 

Prompted by a spell that unknown lands 

Far in the distant ocean lie — ^gardens of beauty—^ 

A world unknown within a world ; 

Urged on by Heaven, by Heaven sustained. 

The great apostle of the Gentile world 

Opened the gates, discovering fair, 

A garden of the Lord — His own planting; 

Mourned by the choirs of Heaven as lost. 

Hymned now by choirs of Heaven as won. 

The toils of day were ended, the last faint blush 
Of summer sunlight fell upon the mountains, 
And fiery beams of light from many a crag 
Pierced the dark clouds of gathering night 
Deep in the dell embowered among the pines, 
A shepherd's mountain cottage stood, and many sons 
Gathered around the aged sire, sought the cool 

breeze 
That, wandering from the grassy plains, 
Stirred the young leaves to their soft evening music 
Beside the door, an aged man of eighty siMawsssx^^ 
Rich ID the lore of battles lost, and ^ow^ 
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Of facts and marvels history's pen has written. 

Yet had he power to touch a higher string, 

That trembling, swelled to nobler tones, 

But passed, even as passes the summer breeze. 

A thoughtful man, full eighty summers on life's road, 

The earth, the heavens, himself, and life, a marvel. 

The smoking incense, the blood of beasts, 

Priestly lore, and darkened legends 

Left him upon the brink of death unsatisfied, 

Yet again discoursing on the past of life ; 

With reverent earnestness of nature's children 

Gathered around the group of stalwart youth, 

Nor scarcely heeded that a stranger came, 

Till by his words, breaking the old man's tale 

Of doubts and fears, he spake redeeming love — 

Telling of Christ, of peace, dispelling 

The darkened cloud that long had hung, . 

Troubling the aged soul with anxious fears — 

A grain of seed upon a fruitful soil — 

As sunburnt travellers in desert wilds, 

With fevered brow, catch at the cooling stream, 

The group of youth, the aged sire. 

Hailed with full joy the Heaven-bom word. 

Opening the casement wide till midnight hour, 
The Apostle sought the strength, the help of Heaven ; 
The voices of the city o'er the rugged heights, 
Came on the softened winds even as he spake 
At eventide, beside the shepherd's cot. 
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At early dawn, while yet the dew was fresh upon 

the leaves, 
And all the world of nature in joyous voice 
Sent up its morning prayer to Heaven, 
The Apostle, girded for his journey, lingered — 
Teaching again the words redeeming love had 

spoken. 
Standing beneath the porch, with reverent mien, 
The aged sire poured forth a blessing. 
Leaving a wealth untold — even life immortal, 
The Apostle hasted on with eager soul : 
The fragrant breath of morning kissed his brow; 
Through his great soul the voice of Heaven 
Rang with a trumpet tone of joy. 

Feeling within his soul full power to wrestle- 
Wrestle and overturn the baseless creeds 
Built by the unaided power of human wisdom. 
Standing before the ancient shrines, 
Whose famed traditions girt the nations — 
Sole creed to rest the world's worn soul upon. 
With fearless voice mocking their solemn feasts, 
A heaven but one step higher than earth, 
A life uncertain, a death unsatisfied. 
Filled with the love of Christ, mastering his soul, 
A Heaven-bom spirit wielding its energies, 
Fronting the powers of earth with dauntless voice. 
Rent the thin veil from oft' the heathen shrine, 
Burnt, in. the fire of Truth, theit aivdetvXVix^^ 
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.Leaving the priest beside his God, 

Stripped of the many baseless mysteries 

Priestcraft had woven around the altar. 

Ceaseless in labour, watching the flight of Time, 

Fearing the day might end — the work undone, 

The Apostle wrought with anxious soul. 

Tending the vineyard even till set of sun. 

* # * * * # 

Often the story read beside the winter's fire, 
When down the hill with dismal voice 
The cold, harsh winds rush fiercely on, 
Of beacons lighted on the rugged heights. 
Answering from hill to hill with sudden blaze ; 
Or of the red cross, stained with blood. 
Caught up, with eager shout from clan to clan, 
Till, by every mountain pass, ambush'd camp. 
Or castle grim, the watchful warriors stand. 
From Calvary's heights, swifter than beacon, blazed 

by warrior bands. 
The banner of the Gospel won its way — 
Shook out its snowy folds in every city- 
Passed through Jerusalem, swept by the Temple ; 
In pearly whiteness, oft in meteor blaze, 
Lit up the grand old hills of Lebanon — 
Woke up the streets of Edom's mountain city. 
By Nilus's sacred stream, by the old fabled shrines, 
A power among the gods, shivering by its breath 
The famous legends and the priestly rites. 
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Taking the place reserved by pagan men, 
The banner of the unknown God its dazzling front, 
Held 'mid the pride of Athens' learned sons, 
Passed through the classic lands, leaving, 'mid the 

dross 
And wealth of ages, taught by the poet and the sage, 
A vein of gold fresh from Heaven's crucible. 
Causing the merchant for a time forget the mart, 
The learned close his book of deep philosophy — 
A power new-bom among the nations. 
Standing aloof from all earth's mighty men, 
Sought for foundations in the mystic ties. 
Bearing man's soul to Heaven — Heaven to man's 

soul. 

"A handfuU of com on the top of the mountains," 
Sang the old poet-king, as thro' his soul 
The voice prophetic of the future rang. 
The crowning glory of each new-bom day. 
The sacred rest of holy eventide. 
The breeze, from wandering thro' the eastem clime, 
Sang 'mid the cedars of the sacred mount 
The purple grape, clasping the fmitful palm; 
The fig, the citron, and the golden orange, 
The whitening harvest, the rustling com 
Wrapt the mountain in a robe of glory. 
A thousand kine wandered the grassy meads, 
And all the voices of the fmitful East 
Swept thro' the streets of proud ^eiM?»"aX^'wi. — 

c 
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Rising, as shades of midnight wrapt the palace. 
Communing with his God, the shepherd-king 
Gazed forth upon the riches of the land, 
And Lebanon, the chief among ten thousand hills, 
Bending beneath its weight of harvest glory, 
The silence of the night, as in Eden*s prime. 
Filling the poet's soul with sacred joy. 
Softer, yet softer, grew the whispering breeze. 
Shaping itself to voices calm and holy, 
Filling the listening soul, lifting the veil- 
Far down the distant ages thence revealing. 
Grander than swelling heights of Lebanon — 
Than all its wealth of harvest glory. 
The church of God from all the earth, 
Borne by the four winds even to Jerusalem — 
The shout of gathering multitudes from eVry clime 
Singing the Cross of Christ, the Crucified. 

Touching the mighty life-pulse of the soul. 
That long had slumbered on the sacred shrine. 
The spirit of the Gospel, by its breath. 
Woke in the swelling heart of man, 
As strings, when touched by some skilled finger, 
Responsive gusts of music woo the breeze — 
The voice of love, its ancient power revealing. 
Waking the world from out a fitful dream. 
Breaking the darkness of long heathen night. 
Stirring the heart of man, as when storm winds 
^Shake the proud forest by their fervid breath. 
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Woven into history's page, as threads of gold, 

The toils and perils of those early days. 

As an old mountaineer, alone. 

Wandering thro' some old romantic vale, 

The misplaced granite ribs of earth, 

With thousand desperate jags and rents. 

In the great earth's convulsion Heavenward tossed. 

Forgets the toilsome path and gloom, 

In thoughts that wander to the joys of home — 

The few disciples cast upon the world 

Found the thick darkness of long heathen night 

(Even from the Temple doors of proud Jerusalem) 

Circling the nations back to the sacred shrine. 

Within their souls the voice of Heaven, 

Even as the voice of home, a journey hence, 

Lightening the toils of the fast-closing day, 

Cheered the worn souls when all around was dark. 
• ••••• 

The light and fleecy clouds of summer's eve. 
Heaven's ever-changing gorgeous drapery, 
Scattered upon the rich ethereal blue, 
As tho' an angel-band passed by 
Trailing their snowy garments thro' the sky. 
Gazing upon the mass of gorgeous clouds, 
A Christian convert sat and mused. 
The softened glory of a summer's eve, 
With gentle kisses woo'd the fruitful earth ; 
A Heavenly calm, from off old Ca\\axy^ V€\^V 

c 2 
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Fell as refreshing dew upon his soul. 
Scattered around the many precious scrolls, 
Garnered treasures of old-world wisdom, 
Fables and poetry, and history's magic web, 
Chanting the old-world deeds in verse immortal — 
Landmarks of the ancient days — 
Records of the first and mighty dead, 
Lying neglected, for they spake no word 
Claimed by the soul, bringing high Heaven to earth. 

Through classic Athens a voice had passed 
Shaking the throne of its philosophy. 
Wresting the sceptre of their ancient fame. 
At one fell sweep with whirlwind strength. 
Levelling the height of human wisdom. 
Stirring the spirit of her learned sons 
To search the mysteries of the unknown God. 
A few old parchments hid within a temple, 
A library stored with precious scrolls. 
Teaching the mysteries of all the gods ; 
A parchment, brought from Egypt's land — 
Transcript of scroll from her famed library. 
The burning words of prophet and of king. 
Startling the soul from out the dream of ages — 
The voice of a great city rang within her streets, 
Passing from mouth to mouth inquiry eager, 
Sought for aught new against the unknown God — 
Gathered within her courts, the groups of scholars 
Read the grand words that pTopl[itt si^ake^ 
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Drank in the strains of David's Heavenly lyre, 
Trembling with Moses, as he talked with God, 
And Sinai's thunders shook the mount — 
Staggered by the burst of Heavenly truth, 
Wisdom and age alike grew silent 

Standing upon a rock-bound coast 
Watching the ceaseless roll of created waves 
Lashing the granite front of that lone isle, 
Stood an old sea-king gazing outward. 
Catching with fierce delight at weed or waif. 
Borne by the ceaseless wave from that far land, 
His soul had imaged lying westward, 
Curtained by the mighty flood of waters. 
Upon the brink of Time, his eager soul, 
Watching the ceaseless tide, that it might cast 
A gleam of light his soul most thirsted for. 
Stood on the utmost verge Greek's noblest son. 
How many thus upon the shore of Time 
Have stood with outward gaze, watching the days. 
Their giant strength in one great bound, 
Passing the swell of heathen thought 
Have felt their eager soul take wing ! 
Yet, as an eagle soaring seaward. 
Finding no resting-place, returned ' 
Back to its home, weary and broken. 

Before the throne of Caesar 

The judge of Christ told aU liis slox^, 
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The virtues, purity of life, and love 

Filling the soul of the great criminal. 

" Finding no fault by Roman law, 

Washing my hands, meanwhile, that our fair fame, 

Free from the guilt-condemning innocence, 

I gave Him to the eager rabble Jews ; 

* His blood be on our heads,' by day and night 

Sieged our tribunal, eager for His death. 

Yet no fault found we, and fame doth tell, 

Bom of the gods, the dead obeyed His voice ; 

The sick, even leprosy, the demon haunted; 

And all the sorrows that beset humanity 

Fled at His bidding, as though great Jupiter, 

Stept from his throne, did walk the earth; 

And strange to tell, 'even at His death, 

Fled in dismay the light of Heaven ; 

An earthquake rent the ground — the palace shook 

As though the gods themselves did hiirl the 

• thunder; 
And many dead, from out their graves, 
So rumour tells, troubled the city. 
Fain would I, mighty Caesar, other man 
Had given to death the Christ of Israel. 
By night my soul, appalled, doth cease to rest. 
Tormented by the gods in awful dreams, 
The swfeet restorer, sleep, has grown my enemy; 
By day I feel the eyes of gods upon me. 
As though a great crime, written on my soul. 
Mirrored itself to all of human kind." 
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Even as in the midst of the feast, 

Changing to terror the reveller's mirth, 

Wrote on the wall the unknown fingers 

The " Mene, Mene, Tekel, Upharsin!" — 

Thou art weighed and found wanting— thy glory 

departed. 
Right thwart the front of the heathen world, 
Ran the same sentence of departing glory. 

Standing upon the steps of Janus* temple, 
Whose doors now closed proclaim the reign of peace, 
The Apostle urged his Heavenly mission; 
Measuring the rival voice of ancient prophecy — 
The darkened oracles of ancient Rome, 
In fitful gusts startling the nations, — 
Upon the shore of Time its voice of prophecy 
The darkened language of a ruined world ; 
The deep majestic tones of Judah's God 
Sweeping right onward through the ages. 
And Time, with equal step, nearing the end ; 
Wielding the language by a subtle skill, 
Prompted by Heaven — the soul regained 
Its long-lost power, hurling from height to height 
The garnered legends of a thousand years — 
Fitting the links of the prophetic chain. 
Girding and strengthening the ages ; 
Anchoring the ark of God by the dark stream, 
Where stood the shrine, where drank the soul^ 
Where lived and died the healYieii -woiV^ 
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Like a great harp-string stretching from Heaven to 

earth, 
Whose throbbing wires stirring the hearts of men 

and angels, 
The spirit-breathing of the Book Divine 
Shed its rich music through Heaven and earth, 
Heard from the days of old 'mid Judah's hills 
The breath of Heavenly music filled the soul, 
Lifting from dross of earth to highest eminence ; 
Then struck by prophet, but for Israel's sons ; 
Now struck by Heaven's own Son, the swelling strain 
Bursting the narrow bounds begirt the world* 
The loftiest strains of earth-bom song. 
As fitful music on the mighty winds, 
Bom on the rapid blast from hill to hill, 
Rises and falls a sweet faint sound — 
A mighty wind, loosed from the hand of Heaven, 
Shaking the forest of a thousand years, 
The Heavenly music, sped by power Divine, 
Rang through the world, waking the soul from death. 

Earth fails to give a parable of strength. 
Telling the march of God among the nations; 
The hand of Heaven around us works unseen, 
Dazzled by its splendour mortal sense 
Lives on unconscious God's so near. 
Thus, in the ancient days, the Christian love 
Seemed a weak thing the hand of man might vanquish. 
Battling against imperial Roman power — 
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Standing beneath the hundred-gated Thebes, 
The spirit-voice of ancient prophecy 
Roused the dead soul of Egypt's sQns, 
Waking a voice *mid Arab weary tents — 
A spring of life within a desert land ; 
Staying the merchant by old Tadmor's gates, 
To hear the mission taught by Christ of Israel ; 
Passing the world of knowledge to the rude andstrong- 
To dwellers in the forests of the western land. 
And eastward to the fabled shrines, 
Bordering Euphrates' and the Indus flood — 
The spirit of the Lord, as sang the bard, 
On rushing mighty winds spread all abroad. 

A hundred of earth's fairest cities, 

Rising in terraced beauty 'fore the silvery waves. 

Or girt by fruitful slopes and grassy plains, 

Sent up to Heaven the voice of prayer. 

Still reigned the gods in peace secure; 

Yet, from the weary labyrinth of streets, 

A still small voice sent up to Heaven. 

Too few the saints, too hard the cross to bear 

For weak and feeble souls to venture — 

Anxious prayer, as strong men utter — 

The mighty strivings stirring the inmost soul. 

Wrestling with sin, battling towards Heaven — 

Feeling a loneness in the midst of life, 

When few hearts beat responsive to their own, 

The prayer went up to Heaven aYwit^^^o^et — 
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Wrestling of earnest souls doth win 

Heaven from its throne to work the weal of earth. 



While, as I gazed from Calvary's height, 

Watching the first-fruits of immortal truth — 

The fields of God whitening for harvest — 

A rushing noise of many wings passed by, 

And lo ! an angel stood by every worker. 

The toilwom labourer's sorrowing soul. 

The slackening nerve of youth again grew strong, 

Feeling the breath of Heaven upon their brow. 

Weary as earth-bom men chose for the Master's 

vineyard. 
Hastening thro' all the world as tho' the day 
Were closing fast, and night its solemn shade 
Gathering around them left the work undone. 
From city unto city hastening — 
Kindling from heart to heart an unknown love, 
Surging upon the shore of heathen darkness, 
Yet would the souls grow faint from toiling. 
Pray for the rest the weary sigh for. 
While yet the harvest spread thro' every land — 
Like a strong man freshened by deep slumber 
The warriors of Christ pressed ever forward. 
When by their side with strengthening words 
The saints and martyrs gone before stood by them. 

Beside old Jordan's hallowed slieam 
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As wakened from a trance — 

With soul set free from Heavenly strain, 

The open scroll beside him, as tho' unconscious 

Of the brightness and the beauty round him — 

Still ringing thro' his soul the Heavenly music,* 

Still lingering the last flash of inspiration-, 

The great Evangelist sat reading — 

Wondering at the words himself had written ; 

And fain to know its destiny and privilege of Heaven, 

He gazed — Time's curtain for a moment snatched 

aside — 
As through the ages tossed and torn, but with 

meteor blaze 
The page still held its way, changing the course of 

thought, 
Treasuring the Master's words, that he to all might 

speak — 
The precious gems within the Bible casket. 
Higher, and o'er all inspiration soaring. 
The source and centre of the prophets* power. 
The life Divine preached thro' the world from 

Calvary's morn. 

Entering the gate called Beautiful, desiring 

Once again to stand within the holy Temple, 

Wherein the Holiest of Holies dwelt, 

Where as a child his steps had turned, 

And ripening years had held his anxious heart, 

Watching, the worshippers the E.vaii^"eV\^\. ^ock^ 
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With measured words the aged priest read from the 

Law and Prophets, 
Shriving from sin the prostrate multitude ; 
A sacred silence filled the Temple, 
And he that entered stood before the Lord 
Praying for Israel and for Israel's sin. 
Without, bruised even to death, scorned by the people, 
Lay *neath the shadow of the Temple a follower of 

Christ, 
One 'mid a thousand — no friendly hand to succour; 
As storm-tossed waves the surging multitude 
Pressed on the dying saint, mocking his prayers, 
Till angels caught the ransomed soul. 
And tenantless the house lay all forgotten, 
'Mid the pride of Jewish festival. 

Stand by — man's wisdom fails — and m)rstery, 
That with every thought a new shape borrows, 
Rises in majesty before his soul. 
Strange grows the working of the world, 
Now evil doth o'er-ride the holy. 
Treacherous, unscrupulous, its end attaining 
By every crooked path and desperate deed, 
Levelling its venom darts gainst love and truth — 
Doth to our feeble sense seemingly triumph. 
And Heaven permits — there lies our weakness. 
But let us pass, nor try the veil to pierce, 
Master on earth the earthly. 
Leaving. Eternity the untold to ^i5X\^t«v. 
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Moulding the spirit of the stem fanatics, 
Even as the potter works the supple clay, 
Shaping the vessel to his every thought. 
The powers of evil wrought on Israel's sons. 
God's own peculiar people foremost hastening, 
With pride of heart to crush Messiah's reign. 
Casting to prison, stoning, even to death, 
Thrusting from home to live in desert wilds, 
Striving with cruel persecuting hand. 
To crush within the sacred city 
The band that mourned for Jesus' death ; 
RoU'd the tide outward to the Gentile world, 
Leaving themselves, alike by God and man. 
Forsaken — held at naught — a byeword — 
Scattered to the four winds, tossed and torn. 
Claiming no kinship with other men, 
Even as Cain, branded for murder. 
Thrust to the world a ceaseless wanderer. 

Warring 'gainst truth, were as the winds 

Striving to raze the granite hills of earth. 

History with impartial pen, 'graving 

Upon her iron page, nor rust destroying, 

How, passing the fires of hate, the Christian 

love 
Grew and prospered, striking the chord, 
Linking man's soul with Heaven, that 
Waited the touch of angel fingers 
To chime thro' earth to Heaven, 
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The doors were closed — ^worship by stealth 

Within the holy city, as by Chaldea's stream. 

Sheltered by night, fearing each footfall 

Brought the oppressor on their track, 

The weary captives sought their father's God ; 

Within thy favoured walls, O Jerusalem, 

Thy children with cruel hate — 

Even as unhallowed worshippers of Baal, 

Harassed, pursued the followers of Christ, 

But cruel zeal wrought stronger love, 

The martyr's blood brought nobler harvest 

Beneath the gloomy cliffs at midnight hour. 
Without the city a Cliristian band. 
Brought by redeeming love, eager to learn 
The marvellous words that Jesus spake. 
Stood 'neath the dark, wild, shrubless rocks. 
A saintly man, furrowed by age. 
He that had lain on Jesus* bosom. 
Ministered the words of life and love. 
Passed round the cup— remembrance de^. 
Drawing the world to one great brotherhood, 
Jesus its head, and Heaven its home. 

Were prison walls their tales to tell. 
Strange web it were of crime and virtue ; 
Barfd from the blessed light and air. 
From the sweet intercourse of kindred souls, 
Friendless, alone, within those walls, 
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Save that Heaven's love passed parapet and sentinel, 
Lay in the darkest cells Messiah's people ; 
Waking the silent halls and deep recesses, 
Startling the prisoners and watchful guard, 
The voice of Heavenly love broke the long silence, 
And voice of prayer in earnest tones, 
Solemn and grand at twilight gloaming. 
Startled the tried Roman soldier in his round. 
Awing his soul — to fear unknown. 



The murmuring waters of Euphrates' flood. 

Famous in sacred history's page, 

From midst of Eden eastward flowing ; 

Feeding the land, the generous flood 

Even from its birth, in silent grandeur 

Through Eden's garden or by Arab tents 

Scattering its riches with lavish hand : 

The messenger of Heaven among the people 

In reverence held, as an old seer 

Treasuring the world secrets in its bosom. 

Child of eternity, teaching mortality. 

Living in haste and fear its little life. 

The boundless swell of time, upon whose shore 

Naked death leaves us in the sight of Heaven. 

Beside the stream, in earnest speech, 
A royal princess and attendant stood — 
** And said he that Messiah's dealVv 
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Rent the thick veil the heavens unfold, 

Giving the troubled soul to feel — 

Itself immortal — eternal rest? 

Let no one hear, 'tis an awful thing 

To leave one's God, to hold Him fals< 

To stand upon the path, not knowing whether 

To right or left hand leadeth to destruction." 

" Again, he said the holy men had written 

(And many prophecies of our own land 

Startled the hearers by the force of truth) 

That Christ, Messiah, in oiur time should come ! 

O, princess, had you heard the wondrous words, 

Your soul had been at peace — 

And death that so much racks with anxious fears, 

'Tis but passing thro' a darkened vale 

Discovering life immortal." 

" Thou knowest I love to hear the marvellous story. 
And fain would see the holy man, 
Hear from his living speech, how from this life's 
Uncertain thrall we 'scape to Heaven. 
Yon gloomy temples, whose dark shrines. 
Stained by the blood of our own race, 
Naught holding but a record of our guilt, 
Cast round my soul the chills of death. 
Love ! that to our noblest nature leads. 
The strongest link humanity doth claim, 
Proving our higher kinship ! " 
^'It seems, O princess, I have passed a line, 
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Entered on life anew, the world all changed. 
The great uncertainty, the life unrest, 
'Merged into peace that renders life divine." 

The camels lay beside their burdens — master and ' 

slave, 
Gathered in groups, looked out upon the night ; 
The star-decked Heaven, without a cloud, 
Looked down upon the waste of sand 
In calm and holy silence, and each 
Bowed down upon the earth, or gathering round 

his mande. 
Stood in deep silent worship. 
Resting alone, taking no part 
Save that his soul soared higher than his fellows. 
Knelt an old chieftain in earnest prayer. 
The murmur of the desert wind passed by, 
Freshening the souls of all the worshippers. 
Bearing upon its wings the anxious theme 
Of Christian and of heathen prayer. 
Then gathering round in social mood 
The desert voyageurs, passed the hour, 
Each with adventiure new, curious o» strange. 
Of land, or men, or freak of nature. 

Then spake the chieftain — 

"When a young man, 'twas midnight such as 

this. 
The heavens in all their glory robed, 

D 
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When from the East a star appeared, and voice 
Startling the camp by their strange song — 
The star went forward, the music followed, 
And I, with others, hastened in its track ; 
I know not how we sped, but 'mong a crowd 
Of hurrying Jewish pilgrims caught. 
We passed, till by Bethlehem's ancient tower, 
The voices and the star stood still together. 
There, within a manger we found a babe, 
And all stood still to worship ; 
We knew some great one had appeared on eart 
And homeward held discourse, but yet ki 

nothing : 
Years passed, and tidings came that Jesus, 
Promised son of Abraham's race, 
Told by the prophets of a thousand years. 
Lived in the world, teaching the love of Heave 
Himself the Son of God." 

Some men live for thought, striving 

To break the crust of ignorance round them, 

Anxious to litfk their daring souls 

With life, and joy, and immortality. 

Passing their span of life alone. 

Searching, feeling within the breath of life, 

Kindling desire their destiny to learn. 

Nor nobler sight the sun hath shone upon — 

The philosopher of ancient time, unaided. 
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Casting to right and left the gloomy creeds ; 
Forward pressing in the search of truth, 
Striving to find for man a haven, 
An anchorage for the ark of life. 
When all his glory fails him. 

In every ancient school the name of Christ, 
'Rousing the stagnant soul to life and energy — 
From words heaped upon words — ^"useless 
As the old pyramids to hold dry bones ; 
Thrusting their gathered mass of clay 
Upon the world to kindle life immortal 
The marvellous words that Jesus spake, 
Challenging the monuments of human thought, 
That thro* the ages massed together 
Taught all tradition held or man esteemed, 
Thrust their soul-strivings from before the world. 
Leaving no neutral ground their works to hold ; 
Too palpable honesty to blind. 
Too marvellous, when comparison, marshalling 
The mighty things of earth beside the truth of God. 

A page of history swiftly wrought. 
The chains of ignorance rudely broken. 
The darkness of the past thrust back, 
A sudden breaking of the light of truth. 
The cvurent of man's mind enlarged, 
Earnest inquiry more eager grown. 
As from without the unknown vfOiVd) 

D2 
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A restless, mighty spirit wakened, 

Strove with the old-world creeds for mastery. 



As in faint outlines of the false mirage, 

Shrouded in light and filmy robes, 

The temples, palaces, and streets of Ephesus, 

Its ships, its quays, its merchandise. 

Dim, but distinct, as if risen from the waves, 

Stood forth in marvellous beauty. 

The utmost stretch of human skill 

Had wrought upon her shrines and palaces; 

The cunning workman from the shapeless stone 

Gave forth a work of beauty. 

Skilful to fashion, to wield the subtle metal. 

Her citizens, renowned thro* all the world, 

Held their high fame with honest pride ; 

Famed, too, her sages in the darker arts — 

Magic and sorcery, with power to charm. 

Were sought of every people, and ignorance eager 

Better prepared its neighbour to surprise. 

Sought the false charm at price of gold. 

A tumult reigned within the city ; 

The echoing voices of the rushing crowd 

Smote the old mountain's brow, and thro' th 

valleys hurrying. 
Woke in the hearts of humble peasants 
Desire to Jeam what Paul, the 3^^, had taught 
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Wresting asunder the even course of life — 

As when under-currents of the Arctic seas, 

In fierce convulsions rend the frozen mass— 

The multitudes, with clamorous voice, 

Railing round various truths, sought each to 

'stablish, 
To win applause, for his own favorite creed. 

Fierce superstition, with tenacious grasp, 
Binding the reason, darkening the soul. 
Shrank back appalled ; and sorcery, 
Pampering to the marvellous in man. 
Bringing him nearer to the unseen powers. 
Ruling his destiny, loosed her hold — 
Brought forth her many secret books. 
Yielding her power and source of revenue : 
Cast to flames her dreaded mysteries. 
As, stricken by the lightning blast of heaven, 
The proudest pines upon the mountain. 
Hurled from then: giddy heights — lost — 
Hidden 'mid the yawning caverns die forgotten — 
Before the lightning truth of God, 
Perished the sorcerer's blasphemy. 

The ways of Heaven so compass man about — 
So mould the circumstances of his life — 
That living, he but knows the tale day by day, 
Failing to see the end his mission tends to. 
Wrought to a marvellous climax, th^Yve^JJJci&x^^^'^^ 
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Waited the advent of some nobler faith. 
Fearless inquiry, spuming priestly lore, 
Wrought for a firmer hope to buoy the soul, 
Than baseless and licentious legend. 
The generous law of Rome — freedom of thought- 
Left her proud citizens to speculate at will, 
And swift the pioneers of Christian love 
Throughout the world, set up their landmarks. 

Gathering from every source, even inspiration 

Failed in the midst of God's own work to find 

Simile worthy to convey, to bear, 

To image to the mind of man redeeming love ; 

The mountain's majesty, the bannered host. 

The vineyard's glory, the swelling harvest. 

Failed to portray the march of Heavenly truth ; 

How then, unaided, shall human fingers 

Worthily hymn the conquering band ? 

They who, by the Saviour's living lips. 

Blessed and urged onward in the work. 

Entered the world's arena — 

A man against a nation — its bigotry. 

Its superstition, its roused and subtle malice, 

Pressed onward even and triumphed. 

The scattered ruins of a mighty city 
Saw the old prophet in the holy vision — 
Her glory buried 'mid the reeds and rushes. 
Lost in the stagnant pools her luined temples, 
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A silent wilderness where no man passed, 

But quick restored to life and beauty — 

The blushing rose and clustering vine, 

All the riches of the generous earth 

Answering again unto the smile of Heaven — 

Builded again her waste of barren places, 

Kindling traditions of the ancient faith, 

Stripping the altars of the warps of time. 

Filling the temples with the long-lost love. 

The voice of Heaven on earth. 

« 4e ♦ ♦ ♦ « 

Sitting beside an Arab tent, the eager eyes 

Of old and young scanning the dust - grimed 

wanderer, 
Teaching the marvellous words of life — 
Pointing higher than the starry realm. 
Telling the miracle of their creation ; 
Following the patriarchs through the ages — 
Moses, and Sinai's Law, the desert wanderings. 
Crossing the Jordan^s flood, prophetic vision. 
The watching, waiting, for the promised King — 
His birth, death, resurrection, love — 
The which He taught redeeming from the grave. 
Halting, wavering, undecided, anxious, 
Fearful to leave their father's creed, 
Yet fain to grasp the proffered faith, 
The children of the desert listened, 
Challenging the truth the old d\scv^\^ \a.\5L^\- 
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Lightening the burden of his life, the bondman 
Treasured in his soul the few stray words 
Gathered in fragments from his daily toil 
Brought from his home in western lands 
To toil within the busy streets of Rome, 
From grateful shades and cooling streams, 
From the wild sweep of nature's freedom, 
His brave heart languished unto death — 
Till, listening by stealth, he found 
The peace of Heaven's redeeming love. 
A band of slaves — earth had stolen all of liberty, 
Bade only live, nor drink of earth's rich draught, 
Proffered to every lip but to the bondman's — 
How eager, then, the cup of Christian love, 
Taking from death the cruel sting : 
Slave on earth, slave thro' eternity. 
Pressed to their weary lip the cup of life ; 
The simple soul, in childlike trust. 
Resting, confiding, full of faith. 
Forgetting all earth's harsh decree. 
Saw, lived, and pressed toward Heaven. 

Nearing the city, the clouds of evening 
In broken masses gathering round the hills. 
First farewell to his native valleys — 
To friends and home, and childhood's haunts; 
Scanning, with anxious, nervous eye. 
The hurrying crowd, the busy phase of life. 
On every side strange faces, and lio ixv^iid, 
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Fain to flee the loneness that his heart beset, 

Silent, perplexed, the teacher stood ; 

No kindling heart, eager for fellowship. 

As they who blest and bade depart, 

Whose presence and whose love lay leagues 

away ; 
But sweeter than the noblest joy of earth, 
The Master's voice, touching the heart. 
Gave it Heaven's power and impress ; 
And swift the wondrous tidings fled, 
Through every street, from gate to gate — 
The seed cast forth upon the soil 
Vexed or grew up a noble harvest. 

Faith, simple faith — simple, but mighty — 
Brightening the page of human life. 
Hallowed landmark of the ages ; 
While giant monuments of earth decay. 
Thou ever livest brightening the days. 
Without his faith, man's history 
Grows dark and dim and earthly ; 
But faith sleeps at the mountain's foot. 
Whose summit, heavenward soaring, 
Reaches the throne, the mansions of the King. 
As the awakening of some troubled dreamer, 
Swift to discard the unreal phantoms, 
Anxious to grasp the light and joy of day ; 
Or as the searcher in the mountain rifts. 
First lighting on the sparkling diaxaon^^ 
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The heathen world, in glad amaze, 
Welcomed the words of life. 



Within the deep recesses of the northern forests. 

The glorious woven canopy of foliage 

Checking the fierce rays of the mid-day sun, 

Beside the cabin door, with loving words, 

A mother sat her babe two summers old, 

Bidding meanwhile his brother, twelve months his 

elder. 
Watch by his side, and join his infant games. 
Some time had passed when, quick but stealthily. 
Two red men of the wood caught up the playmates : 
With rapid steps, through unknown tangled paths 
Of forest and of treacherous mountain steeps, 
Two hundred leagues beyond their parents' home, 
In triumph bore the youthful captives. 
The flowers of fifty summers bloomed and faded, 
Skilled in the chase, in war, and in pursuit, 
Winning renown and highest posts of honour, — 
Yet still within their hearts a sense of wandering, 
Of being strangers, and yet far firom home. 
Stole firom the hours of youth and pleasure 
The gaiety and mirth that win the hours. 
Their chief delight to steal without the camp, 
And, watching the bright silent stars, dream of 

home. 
That came in fragments up the vale of ^eais. 
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Oft would they cross the treacherous mountain pass, 
Enter the woods below, a whole day's journey, 
Thirsting to find the land that in vision filled their 

soul, 
Yet thence returning; — the awful silence of the forest 
Gave forth no secret to light their path. 
The days had passed, even fifty winters, 
Leaving their snow upon the mountains, 
When suddenly, while eager in the chase. 
Southward three days' journey from the hills, 
A band of hunters startled the pursuers — 
Strange faces and strange speech, — 
And swift, ere second thought o'erruled the prompt- 
ing, 
Rushed through then: souls the truth — home was 
found. 

Within her spacious bounds the earth. 
Nor man within his range of history, 
Give fact or incident to picture 
The change from heatiien unto Christian life. 
Wakening surprise and comment, should our neigh- 
bour pass 
Into a rival branch of Christian fellowship, — 
From pagan darkness into Christian light; 
Thrusting from out the temple every deity. 
Quenching the fires, staying the sacrifice. 
Stepping from 'midst their fellow-men — 
Discarding all of birth, teachmg, ^Ild \)tvaN\^aX. — 
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Most marvellous, and passing all our skill to tell; 

And seemed to me that northern story 

Faintly to image the glad return 

Of captives verging on the grave to home. 

No foolish, careless, proud delay, 

To weigh, to measure the speaker's words, — 

The all the soul most thirsted for was found. 

'Tis said a marvellous change was wrought, 

From wild and fearless mien of warrior chiefs 

To simple faith and trust, even as in childhood, 

When beside their father's door their merry laughter 

Indexed their love and purity of heart 

Stolen from home are all estranged from heaven. 

The broken fragments of high resolves and doubtS| 

Scattered through the restless page of life, startled 
the seeker, 

'Waking desire to trace, with but a footprint here 
and there, 

The road that truth had fled 

When step by step receding — man lost to God, 

Shaped for himself a heaven, and from his wander- 
ing fancy 

Wrought out a strange divinity, and taught himself 

to worship. 
* * ^ :l^ ^ m 

Secure upon his ancient throne, 
GJjt by rich barbaric splendour. 
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Sat the old spirit of the heathen world; 
As worn by time, his priests and oracles, 
Loosing their hold upon the nations ; 
Man's mind, grown restless of the curb, 
With daring wing o'ertopp'd his throne, 
Challenged his empire, wrought out its fallacy ; 
Then failed their skill, — for truth — 
The heaven-bom truth — remained unfound. 

Be the faith false, without its stay 

A soul discarding all of God, 

An orphan in the world, — no home — 

No rest — in its lone despair 

Struggles with every man, leaving in its track 

t)oubts, searchings for the truth, its doom, — 

A landmark in the road of life. 

Shaking his throne, these wandering spirits. 

Having no rest or peace to give, 

Sowing for ever seeds of doubt, 

Even as the ploughshare breaks the soil, 

Opea the heart of man for words of life. 

As the first breaking of the tide, 

A gentle ripple o'er the waste of sand, 

Growing till evening darkens and the ocean's swell 

Lends its fierce impetus to the wave, — 

As low, sweet tones in old cathedral choir. 

As angels' whisper stealing through the aisles, 

As organ swell and rush of voices— 
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Startling the soul, how near to heaven it stands !- 
Sped the word onward through the world, 
Conquering by love, founding a kingdom, 
Enlisting every man beneath its banner. 
To struggle to win back the birthright 



" Redeeming the time because the days are evil," 
Rang thro' the worn battalions the startling cry, 
A note of preparation to gird the loins, 
To watch and wait the coming of the foe. 
As before the storm the scattered clouds, 
Ranging themselves upon the brow of heaven, 
Gathering, condensing, as an army 
Called from the outposts of a menaced kingdom, 
Bore down upon the Christian bands 
The fierce, relentless fires of persecution; 
Stirring all cruelty in the heart of man. 
All envy, malice, scorn, and treachery; 
Breaking the links that bind society. 
Turning to bitter hate the noblest friendships, 
Wresting the love of parent and of child. 
Thrusting from man his littie of divinity, 
Leaving his soul a wrecL 

Persecution ! student of human things ! 
At sound of that dread word what visions, 
Worn, spectral figures at every turn 
Startle the soul; — the word as trumpet sound. 
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From dungeon, deserts, and grey old ruins. 
Wakes up the dead of ages, and every man a witness, 
Pointing to torture, rack, and secret murder. 
The heart of youth grows faint, strong men tremble. 
As reading o*er old history's scroll 
Of cries and agonies, as rent asunder 
By every strange device and cunning cruelty. 
The body from the soul, burnt, mutilated, 
Thrust into nameless graves with every vile dis- 
honour. 
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Measure me out a king — 

Not he who reigns because his father reigned; 

But he, working his talent to the highest interest — 

Making the one a five, a ten, a fifty; 

Not he, with one unused or disregarded; 

But he who, living for himself, lives for his fellows — 

And every age such man produces, 

Who, gathering round himself the talent, 

Strives to keep even-balanced the scale of justice. 

Repairs the breaches that the wear of time 

Breaks in the noblest laws e*er firamed by man. 

A king ! O that men would strive to place 

Upon the highest pinnacle the wisest man, 

Nor rest their trust in noble blood, 

Whether is bom an Ahab or a David 

*Tis a strange, weird thing to visit days forgotten. 
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To wake the dead, re-people cities, 
Live as they lived, and tell the tale aright, 
And few attain the wizard power 
Again to place upon the stage of life 
The long-forgotten, unregarded dead — 
Re-clothe the ruins of old-world cities 
With pomp and rush of eager life, 
Show us the follies, the vain ambitions 
Of statesmen, kings, and conquerors — 
The restless strivings or decay of freedom, 
The marvellous vigour of barbaric hordes. 
Dwelling upon the verge of empire; 
More startling to the thoughtful mind 
To read the passing life of his own day. 
Yet the desire, even as in old families. 
To know the virtues, the deeds, the valour, 
Told in the records of high ancestry. 
Lives in the mind of man eager to learn 
The life and doings of the mighty dead. 

So marvellous a drama, from the birth of Time, 

Ne'er startled by its quick resistless course. 

As when the restless sons of Israel, 

Driven by their wild fanatic spirit. 

Broke in fierce waves upon Rome's iron power. 

When the great light of Christian love, 

A burst of glory from the highest throne, 

Lit every kingdom of the world; 

And the red hand of persecution, 
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Wielding, unchecked, an empire's power, 
Warred against the truth of God. 
When the great link of sacred history, 
The city that the prophets loved so well, 
The Temple where the Holiest dwelt, 
Towards which the pilgrim of ancient days, 
And Christian love where'er 'tis bom, 
Turns for a pledge of rest and hope — 
Fell to Rome's conquering legions. 
And the long-favored race of Israel, 
Driven from their fatherland, became 
Outcast, the bye-word of the nations. 



^ 



The love of Christ constraining. 

Begirt on every side, urged forward 

To preach Christ crucified and risen ; 

As in ancient days, when in mid-Heaven 

The sun stood still, and warrior pagans fled 

amazed ; 
Before the love of Christ, fell in dismay 
The powers of Satan's empire. 
Scorned by the learned, jested by the proud, 
Tho' from their mass of oracle and legend. 
Naught could they bring save earthly wisdom, 
But they — the poor, despised, oppressed, 
Found 'neath the Cross a home, an heritage ; 
To the sorrowing, the broken-hearted, 
The friendlesSy toil-worn soxvs oi ^^i\iv^ 
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The love of Christ, even as the prophet's breath, 
Falling upon the soul, called back to life again. 

Beneath the forests of the western wilds. 
The hardy warrior, youth and childhood, 
Leaving their dismal shrines, their dreaded deities — 
As famished travellers to the spring of life — 
Came, drank the stream and lived. 
Through Southern Gaul the faith had spread. 
Even as at the Master's touch fell leprosy 
Fled from the stricken limbs, and life grew beautiful; 
Where'er the name and love of Christ passed by, 
Earth was made glad, and souls came near to 
Heaven. 

** A mariner on that same vessel carrying Paul, 
To plead his cause before the throne of Caesar, 
Hearing the words of life, forth to his native land 
Bore the great tidings of redeeming love. 
A greater miracle than e*er the prophets told — 
Thro' every highway of the world, 
Tho' scarce had fort}' summers passed. 
Eager men sought for tidings of the Christ. 
Nestled in a valley of the icy Alps, 
We hailed a band of Christians — a soldier 
Passing where Jesus taught upon the mount. 
Followed the Master, thence home returning. 
Taught all the love that thralled his soul. 
A humble peasant^ a dresser of tVie \me^ 

£ 2 
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Had wandered to the Danube's banks, 
Preaching the Christ of Israel. 
At Comith 'mid a crowd of subtle Greeks, 
Masters of all the world's philosophy — 
The poor illiterate, but Christ-inspired, 
Preached the Messiah, the Hope of nations. 
The fearless mountaineer of northern Spain, 
Casting aside the legends of the hills, 
Hailed the great boon of Heavenly love. 
That from the mountain-wilds his home, 
A wide unbroken stream of light 
Lit the highway to Heaven. 

"Throughout the world unknown to men, alone, 
With but the Saviour's Heavenly arms supporting, 
Tho' hallowed spots are found, graves of the martyrs, 
A thousand teachers toiling all the day. 
Spread wide His glorious kingdom." 

Thus spake an old disciple, his silver beard 
Strangely contrasting with his sunburnt brow. 
As holding in his hand tiie broken bread, 
He spake the love of Christ, himself had known 
the Master. 

"Gathered beneath the shades of Lebanon— 
Mighty cedars that in ancient days 
Witnessed the craftsmen gathering for the Temple, — 
'Neath whose protecting arms sViioud^d in darkness. 
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Save where through breaking of the foliage, 
The golden stars of Heaven looked down, — 
Gathered the Church that worshipped at Jerusalem. 
Compelled at midnight hour to meet. 
For busy rumour through the city spread 
Tidings of Christian gatherings — of apostles 
Coming from every land to celebrate the feast. 
But to the ransomed, the redeemed from death. 
No temple where the Holiest dwelt was common, 
The cavern's gloom, the forest's solitude, 
Lit by the matchless love of Christ, 
Seemed near the gate of Heaven. 

" When as simple fishermen-disciples of the Lord, 
Spreading our nets beside the sea. 
Treasuring the gracious words He spake. 
Scarce dared to dream He was the Christ of 

Israel, 
That even before our sun went down 
We should behold the gathering of His kingdom." 
'Twas the disciple speaking — he who denied the 

Lord, 
Who wept — such bitter sorrow filled his soul, 
And thence more eager to atone his sin, 
Wrought for his Master's cause in every land ; 
Telling, fiill as words could utter, 
The strange awakening of his soul from death : 
** Even as a criminal, scarce daring hope — 
Scarce daring seek the presence oi l\i^ Vva%^ 
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Fearing some unknown rite forgotten, 

I should be lost when He made up His kingdom ; 

But the great love the Master brought us, 

Breaking all fearful barriers down — 

The gates wide open, and on eager wing 

And song of love, through the bright plains of 

Heaven, 
Hymned, hailed by host on host, martyrs and 

prophets, 
The men of ancient days, Moses and Abraham, 
Seraphs and angels, the whole choir of Heaven, 
I hasten to the throne of Christ, my Saviour and 

my Brother." 

" Seated upon the mount, beside the clustering vine. 
Looking upon the city, its matchless temples. 
Its busy stream of life, — the Master wept, 
And strange and awful prophecy of ruin, 
Sudden and terrible as the simoon's breath, 
Closing the page of her proud history. 
Seems even at hand those troublous times, 
Defying, menacing the Roman power, 
Stands the old city that our fathers loved; 
Already trembles in its sheath the sword. 
Swift to be drawn 'gainst her rebellious sons. 

" Despisers of the gods, most impious of men. 

Harbouring all crime and nameless deeds; 

The Christian Church stands thus accMsed at Rome, 
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As of old the servant of Elijah saw 

The cloud no bigger than a sea-bird's wing, 

That gathering, darkened the whole face of heaven, 

Thus gathering clouds around the Church 

Tell that the hour of trial is at hand 

*' Be strong; O that words could utter 
The urgent need for strength of soul, 
Each to gird on the matchless armour — 
Truth, love, faith, righteousness, 
Salvation, promptitude, the word of God, — 
That, all the fiery darts of hell repelling. 
Guarding the soul, even as the flaming sword. 
Placed by the gate of Paradise to keep the tree of 
life." 

Leaving the darkened shades as morning broke. 
Girding their loins, making no tarrying. 
They, who firom distant lands had journeyed, 
Turning his face each towards his vineyards, 
Leaving their brethren a legacy of love; 
Who, sorrowing, rejoicing, by various paths 
Sought each their home and daily toil. 
To ponder all the words the teacher spake. 

Kings among men, giants that front the world, 
Seeing the foe on every side surrounding, 
Earnest, united, a terrible phalanx; 
Leaving no track of ruined cities — 
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The ghostly famine-haunted thousands, — 
Nog: shrieking pestilence* blasting breath, 
But white-robed, and with words of love 
And hand of charity, founding an empire. 



Hast ever visited the golden land. 
Now but a wreck upon the shore of Time, 
Sad monument of priestly crime and bigotry ? 
Stood on the giant hills now looking seaward, 
Or gazing on the sharp ravines and darkened pines. 
Watching the screaming eagle's restless whirl, 
As the swift gathering clouds enshroud the moun- 
tain; 
Felt the deep hush, as paralysing nature, 
The faint sharp tremour of the forest leaves ; 
Then from the darkness jagged sheets of flame. 
Quick followed by deep echoing thunder ; 
With lightning speed the whirling hail and rain. 
The crushing winds rending the forest. 
The swelling torrent's wasting march. 
The thousand fragments fiercely rent 
From the full hand of generous nature. 

Gathered the storm, 
Driven by the four winds from the gloomy caverns, 
Hiding those lost and restless spirits 
That 'ceding from the love, of God turned all their 
strength to hate. 
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While as I gazed upon the shapeless mass, 
A hollow sound as of mighty storm-winds 
Rushing thro' broken clouds eager for utterance, 
Rent the huge canopy, and the restless storm 
Dividing, shadowed the nations of the world ; 
Sheltering bands of fierce malignant spirits, 
Armed with the subtlest powers of hell — 
Doubts, torture, cunning, falterings, despair. 
Specious invention, marring the face of truth, 
Prompting the heart of man to foul betrayal 
Of the love and charity that should dwell therein. 

Groping among the the records of pens uninspired, 
We trace the footprints of a mighty people, 
Gathering firom every clime, drawn by the cords of 

love. 
The grand republic of the Church on earth j 
Standing aloof from kings and conquerors, 
Owning no headship but the Christ of God, 
Ruled not by earthly laws, but sacred, Divine, 
Living amongst us the viceroy of Deity. 

Love, high integrity, enthusiasm, urging the soul 
To build up or destroy a principle. 
Holds in its grasp the mightiest power of earth. 
Needs must a man possess above his fellows, 

belief and daring ; 
That wanting the acumen of the sage awd?»\aXj^'sa\axv^ 
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Fearless, thrusts down time-honoured customs, 
And 'gainst the master passions, vice and pleasure, 
Hurls the dread thunderbolts of Heaven. 

Midway between the grove of Venus and Diana, 

And Antioch's gay and classic streets, 

Stood a young follower of Christ, his earnest speech 

Betraying the deep love that filled his soul, 

Anxious to utter all the truth, fearless his words 

Might fall unheaded by the passing crowd ; 

Following with learned skill and laboured argument. 

The which rejecting as inert and cold. 

Held up Christ crucified and risen, 

And with impassioned utterance denounced 

The soul-destroying vice her temples sanctioned ; 

Unmindful of the threatening words. 

The gathering crowd's impatient questioning, 

Urging the love of God, measuring His truth, 

His purity. His majesty. His power, 

'Gainst the false deities of the sacred grove. 

'Twas near the hour of midnight, and. the passing 

crowd 
With ribald jests looked on the trampled corpse. 
Gone was its wealth of fearless ardour. 
Gone was the life and joy-adorning youth, — 
The mangled features, stained by dust and blood, 
Lay mid the dark leaves of the tangled vine. 
Perchance the scattered truth struck many souls, 
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Adding new glory to the martyr's crown, 

For he, with earnest trust abiding 

Ever within the vineyard, tending, planting. 

Inherits those thrice precious words, 

" Son, all that I have is thine." 

Scarce ruffling the plumage of the dove. 

But on its bosom bearing the incense often thousand 

flowers. 
The gentle zephers sighed *mid the hills of Rome ; 
The silent moon with her attendant host 
Vied with each other, as on the regal city 
They cast the glory of their gentle reign ; 
Above the glowing marble of the Caesar's palace. 
The gorgeous temple of the Roman deities. 
The humble dwellings where the Christians prayed, 
Calm, beautiful, impartial, the starry host kept 

watch by night 

Within the frozen north, where 'mid ice and snow. 
Tinging with every hue the frost-crusted hills ; 
Or in southern lands, where in purple clusters 
Hides the ripe grape among the yellow leaves, — 
Most glorious *tis to greet the rising dawn. 
To taste the sweet breath of the new-born day. 
A marvellous alchemy doth mom possess. 
Rending night's curtains into golden shreds. 
Kissing the flowers to life and lov^ a^^m, 
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Waking in every virtuous heart a new day-dream of 
joy. 

Striking the eastern gate, the golden beam 
Bade the worn sentinel proclaim the day, 
And swift the incense from the seven hills 
Sprang up to greet the smile of Heaven ; 
And they, the men, with just endeavour, 
Eager to win the god's approving smile, 
Knelt by their household shrine in morning sacrifice. 
Beside the Tiber's stream, the busy groups 
Lading their boats with fruits, with herbs and flowers, 
Or, hasting up mid-stream with measured stroke, 
Chanted some old heroic song or pastoral lay ; 
Tending the vineyard even from early dawn. 
The men from every clime, the weary captives, 
Toiled listlessly as bondmen only toil 






Within a little chamber, close by the city walls. 
The bright clematis and the blushing rose, wooing 

each other, 
Crept o'er the humble terrace ; the gentle winds 
Bore to the sick man's couch the grateful firagrance. 
His snowy beard resting upon his bosom, his 

sunken eye 
Emitting the deep light of soul-devotion. 
Proffering the cooling draught, wiping the fevered 

broWf 
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A group of silent friends watched in the chamber — 
Thro* the long hours of night in earnest prayer, 
Whose every watch found but the prayer more deep, 
The soul more earnest, as nearer home. 
Oft had they trembled as the voice grew fainter, 
The smile more Heavenly on the sunken features — 
'Twas but a nearer commune with those gone 

before. 
And tho' words failed to tell how near to Heaven 

he stood, 
The glowing features — the peace of love 
Rested upon his brow as tho* Heaven had begun. 

He spake and bade them write the words — 

** The Church at Alexandria, at Rome, throughout 

the world, 
Peace, love, and joy dwell in your midst ; 
One cross, one Christ, one crown, one for all." 
And as the love of Christ overshadowing the 

soul. 
He fell on sleep. 

Rest— the burden of the day now ended. 

The restless turmoil and the strife passed by ; 

As rests at eventide the toil-stained traveller 

'Neath the refreshing shade by nature spread — 

Life's storm all told — the Christian, 

No daybreak to renew the toil or strife. 

No clamorous discord of the world lo "bx^^Js. 
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The fond communion of the soul with Heaven, 
Rests in the arms of everlasting love. 

The languid gossips of the bath, in broken speech, 
Now questioning the Emperor's skill in government. 
Denouncing the wild, lawless Jews — the new fanatics. 
Ignoring all the gods, who in low dwelling-houses, 
Chanting sad songs, practise an unknown rite. 
Each ignorant, describing to his neighbour 
The character and customs of the savage celts, 
Questioning the Consul's stratagetic skill. 
Conquering with words as they alone can conquer. 
The zealots of the Temple whispering the last reports 
Of lusts and wild disorders in the Syrian mysteries. 
Censuring the Procurator's wanton outrage 
Of the rich Temple at Jerusalem. 
Praising the noble action of the Arab steed — 
The favourite of the circus, the Roman patricians 
In idle groups lounged in the shaded galleries. 
Thus day grew on to noon, and all the life of Rome 
Busied itself in its ten thousand forms ; 
All toiled — grew weary, till night, with her soft wing, 
Came down to lull to slumber. 
But few within the mighty city heeded the mourners, 
Who, as the shades of night grew deeper. 
Carried the worn Evangelist to his place of sepulchre, 
And thence returning, read from the marvellous roll 
The treasured words of Christ their Master, — 
His birth, and mighty deeds, and His great sacrifice. 
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Rome ! How oft the world has stood aghast and 

trembled 
When threatened by thy dreaded vengeance ; 
The virtuous and the holy bowed the head 
When thy fell bigot-wing shadowed the nations. 
Tritely the venerate seer defined thy character, 
Saw the fierce restless spirit of thy sons, 
Who penned the legend of thy founder's birth. 
The pride of Babylon towering unto Heaven ; 
The heart of Egypt's sons grown fat by wealth ; 
Resting secure, the nations of the East 
Lived sumptuously, garnered their riches, and grew 

feeble ; 
Meanwhile, the stalwart youths nursed by the wolf, 
Resting beside the Tiber's stream, gathering a law- 
less band. 
Laid the foundations of the imperial city. 
That staid not till the world enslaved 
Bowed 'neath the sceptre of her conquering sons. 

Stories of the mighty dead first told, 

Enthral the sense, that sober truth 

Takes to herself the features of romance. 

But time and fact, the disenchanters. 

Leave but some scattered records and a broken 

sepulchre. 
Yet Rome, the great magician, thro' every age, 
Cast the fierce influence of her iron power ; 
And when her iron sceptre rusted tYviOM^, 
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And trampled by the fierce barbaric hordes^ 
Forging anew a chain more terrible 
To bind the soul, enslave the mind — 
Clothing with gorgeous tinsel the shrine. 
Her worthless creed had changed to ashes. 

Now through the imperial city strode the rude 

Parthian, 
The restless untamed warrior sons of Britain, 
The silent and tradition-haunted priests of Isis, 
The Greek, the gaudy Oriental, the s warth Numidian, 
Vassals from every clime, and people of the worid 
Sought in the empire-city fame or fortune. 

*Tis an awful thing to stand alone upon an eminence, 
The restless searching eyes of men scanning your 

every deed. 
Rumour and malice, with their ten thousand tongues, 
Changing your every speech, that but a journey 

hence removed. 
You scarce may know yoiu:sel£ Thus with the 

good and noble. 
When robed with power, and jealous hearts are near. 
Surely the tyrant then should shrink aghast; 
Yet in our records, how unwise we stand — 
For ignorance, cruelty, malicious bigotry, 
Have climbed the heights and stood secure; 
While honesty and judgment, jostled by the crowd. 
Knew but the privilege to mo\HKi \\. ^VvoAaid be so. 
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Strange, that we stand to see the foul deed wrought, 
Nor curb the tyrant hand that so despoils : 
But when death's dart has sped, and the king is clay, 
We fall amazed that e*er the deed was done. 
How many Romans, passing thro' Nero's gardens, 
Turned shuddering from the features marred by 

death agony 
Of those brave Christian men, faithful to death. 
Nor thought to raise a voice to check the tyrant ; 
But the poison drank — the Emperor dead — helped 

to build 
The monument of scorn that tells a Nero's fame. 

We come upon a mass of glory, such as the painter 

piled 
On the left bank of Tiber's flood : 
Temples, theatres, palaces, grand colonnades, 
Tombs of the heroes, statues of the gods, and mighty 

men — 
Men who have forced upon the shoals of ruin. 
The rich and famous kingdoms of the world — 
Gods and their consorts, who taught the youth 
Wanton license was a worthy pleasure — 
Temples, o'ertopped by palaces, while victory 
Pointing the story of old-world tradition. 
High over all held sway supreme ; 
Even the temples some deed recording 
Of conquest, slavery, and rude spoUaUoxi \ 

r 
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Brutal, blood-thirsty, the eager crowd 
Hasten.ed the view, where from the famous rock, 
The wretched law-usurper hurled, 
Battles the black wave for a gasp of life. 

Crossing the Sacri Via — stood the worn statue of 

the famous soldier, 
Who fronting the flushed victorious foe, held the 

bridge 
Till the glad shout proclaimed the peril past — 
Around whose base a group half anxious, half in 

ridicule. 
Listening to a man, whose sunburnt features and 

military bearing 
Spoke him a soldier from an eastern legion. 
Staying to hear the veteran's tale, the many idlers. 
Thinking to hear of exploits of the Parthian arms. 
Or superstitious tales of northern wilds ; 
But he, discoursing of the love of Christ, 
Gained some to hear from scorn, 
Some from desire of curious knowledge, 
Few eager to receive the words of life. 

Within the public hall of Nero's library. 
Favored resort of wit and learning. 
Stood the Apostle, foremost in eloquence. 
Scattering the fabled chain of Rome's mythology. 
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Stripping the mystic drapery from historic fact, 

Found every god a man, and man witliout a God. 

Gazing upon the crowd of anxious faces. 

Each silent, waiting for the words to follow, 

Knowing 'twere easier to throw down than build, 

Divining half their thought — eager to answer. 

Standing right back upon the verge of Time, 

When from thick darkness at His voice. 

Rode forth the mighty world. 

Then step by step, as sang the prophet, 

The truth as angel-footprints on the mountains, 

Each clearer, brighter, as it neared their day — 

Enoch and Moses, Ehj.ah, David, the prince of bards^ 

And that famed host of seers, who in the Temple's 

silence, 
Heard of the judgment and the love of Heaven ; 
And hence compelled, each set a landmark, 
Building that man can ne'er destroy, 
To point the coming of the Christ of God — 
This Christ we teach, whose innocence 
Pilate attested, washing his hand of guilt — 
The craft of Egypt, the skill of Greece, your own 

wise polity, 
Failed e'er to- satisfy ; but surging to and fro, the 

soul 
E'er sought a resting-place, secure of danger : 
Beneath the Cross the resting-place is found ; 
Rock, firmer than the everlasting hills, 
Fuller and freer than the expanse ot t^^^x^tu 
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Grappled to the state your own-made creed, 
Serve but to clog and dwarf the soul — 
Free, individual, spuming the statesman's craft, 
Strong to fulfil alone its course of light and love ; 
Asking no legal help, touching no legal right. 
Pure as the sun, girded with strength — 
Of facts, of history, she has ample store. 
Nor needs them but to battle falsehood down. 
Asking but faith, she gives eternal life. 

A new voice speaking to the ancient world, 

Solving the problem of man's place on earth. 

Nor greater mystery confronts the soul 

Than man without his God. 

Yet many babblers have sought to hedge man round 

With doubts and mysteries, so vague and dark, 

That living, he knows little of himself, 

And dying, enters a dark vale where no hope enters. 

Lighting the darkness — so full a light — 

Breaking thro' every gloom, dispelling every cloud ; 

Man cannot weave a vail but it strikes thro', 

Rending every fortress unaided reason builds. 

Vainly the scoffer and the learned strove 
To quell the humble teachers or repel the truth; 
In every city the fame of Christian love. 
Excited in the minds of men desire to learn 
The mysteries and teachings of the new-formed 
creed; 
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And many seekers found that pearl of price, 
Earth cannot add unto nor take away. 

• ••••* 

Black, like the walls of some old dungeon-prison, 

Rose the huge castle of the famous Scipio, 

Built in the troubled days of Tarquin's reign, 

Willed by the state to that famed conquerer. 

Who foiled the mighty Hannibal, 

And made Rome's arms dictator to the world, 

A black embattled fortress, whose frowning walls 

And massive gates, ne'er held a foe. 

Built on a rocky height from whence the gates of 

Rome 
Dimly by day could be discerned, 
At midnight by the blaze of beacon lamps. 

The subtlest craftsman within those frowning walls, 
Had wrought a work of regal splendour. 
The architect, the sculptor, and the artist's skill. 
Had left a thousand marks of their transforming 

power ; 
Nor wanting were the works purloined from Carthage, 
Tho' the destroyer held riot in the city — 
Those works of beauty that man's hand had wrought. 
Kept to adorn the triumph or grace the castle. 
Lived thro' the ages when Carthage was no more. 

A band of revellers in those h\stoivc\i'aSL'& 
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Gathered to celebrate the emperor's reign. 

The splash of cooling fountains, the sweet aroma 

of the garden shade, 
The gorgeous hangings and the brilliant lamps, 
The soothing strains of lute and dulcimer, 
The hurrying to and fro of numerous slaves 
Bearing the luscious fruits and costly viands. 
Told of a rich and regal feast 

Dashing the wine-cup from the reveller's lips, 
The cry sprang forth of Rome on fire — 
Seeming to gird the city, the restless flame, 
Now like a flood circling the hills. 
Lighting the terraces and noble's mansions. 
The gusts of broken flame, that leaping Heavenward, 
Seemed for a moment to set the hills ablaze. 
Like giants of the night, the massive towers. 
Now curtained by fantastic sheets of flame, 
Now hidden in the dense dark cloud. 
That curling from the seething flood, 
Hung like a funeral canopy above the city. 
Raging and wrestling, but checked 
Now in its onward course by some old temple, 
That crushing in its fiery grasp — exalting, 
Triumphing, hastening to fresh destruction. 
The cruel element swept onward to devour. 

Hurrying towards the city with reckless speed, 
Trampling the crowd of texI0t-s\nc^8L^tL^caN^'^ 
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Who fleeing, made night hideous with their cries ; 

Passing the many shuddering groups — mothers 

Clutching their trembling infants to their bosoms, 

While ever and anon with sudden start — 

As some wild burst of flame illumed the heavens, 

Gazed eager backward, as tho' with rapid foot 

The hissing monster outsped them in their flight ; 

Huddled in masses — there by some dense grove. 

Or bit of rock, that hid the deepening glare, 

Bands of children, whose stifled sobs 

Would else have lulled to slumber — 

But for the ceaseless crash of mighty buildings, 

And shouts of men who battled with the fire. 

Clinging to each other, hasting, not knowing whither, 

But crouching, hiding in any darksome shelter, 

As troops of wild abandoned robbers. 

Glutted with costly booty, sought out their prey ; 

The groups of young and lovely women, 

Shorn of protection, fled at every shadow. 

Entering the city, the fierce breath of the restless flame 

Scorching the nostrils of the gallant steeds, 

They fain to turn the chariot head the homeward 

course, 
And urge a foot their dangerous journey. 
Passing by tottering walls with ghastly rents, 
Thro' gaping chasms, o'er treacherous ruins, 
Where every footfall woke the slumbering fires. 
Eager to gain the palace, but at eacVv aXX^xK^X^ 
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Some wall of fire, some blast of scorching breath, 
Some noble mansion, that with every flame 
Seemed totteringto its fall, beat back the adventurers. 
Breaking at moments from the gathering darkness. 
As some sharp gust of wind cleft the huge cloud — 
The Caesar's palace — seen for a moment, then 

veiled again — 
And thousand tongues eager to utter all they saw, 
Told that the fire had seized the regal pile, 
That courtiers and revellers, as from a banquet. 
Crowding upon the towers and terraces, 
Waited in wild despair the torturing fire ; 
Others, that yet untouched, bidding the flame 

defiance, 
The household of the Caesars stood secure. 

The thousand wild contortions of the flame — 
Now in dense array as an assaulting column, 
Caught in its fierce embrace some unscathed 

building ; 
Then with unearthly subtilty, thwarting all wise 

precaution, 
Burst out on every side, and for a moment. 
Daunting the bravest, scaring the timid from its track. 
Held undisputed reign, and revelling in its strength. 
Leapt onward, o'ertopping ancient temples, 
Reigning upon their shrines a shower of scathing fire. 
In the pride of triumph, trampHng the baser buildings, 
Hurrying to fix with cruel ^^^\ 
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On monument to every heart held dear, 

The treasured skill of ancient days, 

And revelling in their ruin brought them again to 

dust. 

• ••*•• 

Imperial revelry — the curses of a people — 

That had rent the crown of every kingdom of the 

world, 
The ancient voice of old republic Rome — 
Went up with thunderburst to that lewd court, 
Where Nero held the throne and power supreme. 
So delicate a thread can unchecked tyranny spin, 
That but a breath may dash the impending sword 
To cleave the throne in twain. 

Truth has no subterfuge, but cruelty and cunning 
Have scruple none to hide their poisoned deeds 
Behind the first base lie their wit can find. 
Wanting the courage to confront a foe — 
Catch at the unprotected, and as a shield. 
To screen their own base souls from death and 

malice. 
Murder the stainless and the pure at heart. 

Victims to the cry for vengeance — 
Those Christian men who nobly fought the flame. 
Now the accused — they who *plied the torch 
To pitiless-cast thousands from dvdi YiOtci^'s.^ 
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AVith cruel haste and haste's unreasoning will, 
Dashing the words of all defence aside, 
Judged yet unjudged — condemned at sight, 
The noble suffered, and, suffering, were strong. 

Foiled at every turn when reason sits in judgment, 

We feel a power, unseen. Divine, that with the rush 

Of thousand and ten thousand angels 

Breaking o'er the pearly heights of Heaven, 

Gladden and light the soul with sacred song — 

Safe thro' the hate of persecution bears it ; 

As cheered by refreshing wind, stirred by the snowy 

pinions 
Of angel's wings — ^promises given by Heavenly lips, 
Hopes changed to grand realities — no vestige of 

the earth remaining. 
Peace and the love of Heaven and Heavenly 

fellowship. 

They died — in bitter torments left the house of clay. 
Their feet already at the gates of Heaven, 
Not seeking for the world's recorded fame, 
That oft buoys up the soul when fronting death ; 
The great immortal of the soul re-moulded — 
The waking from a dreary lonesome dream. 
Catching a glimpse of the great life beyond, 
Ofwhich the soul, e'er anxious to possess a knowledge, 
Busies itself at times. 
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Fronting each other, the truth of God, the empire 

of the world — 
The vast materials wherewith to build or to destroy, 
Like the huge swell that rushing up the northern seas, 
Upheaves the icy bridge that spans the flood — 
Empire, overturns, destroys, piles up in ruins ; 
But truth, even as 'mid those southern climes, 
The myriad marvellous workers of the deep. 
Stranding themselves upon the ocean bed. 
Build thro' the waves those mountain reefs, 
That nature's hand transformingclothes with beauty — 
Seems it a marvel that truth's advance is slow ? 
She seeks but pearls, and builds her tower therewith. 

Live and know more of God, not vainly strive 
To pry into the secrets past and future. 
And fret your soul, returning empty-handed ; 
Strip you of pride, that fain would stand alone, 
Dictate its terms to Heaven, and thrust aside 
Aught that should prove too hard or too distasteful — 
Write this impossible — doubt all you cannot under- 
stand, 
Till moulded to your pride you feel more satisfied 
with Heaven. 

Sitting in peace, we turn the gift to license. 
How should we stand the fire of persecution ? 
We who so wise have grown, that simple faith 
Discarded to the poor, illiterate, vit ^\axA — 
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Adjust by plumb-line the working of the Almighty, 
Professing to admire, we filch from Christ's Divinity, 
Building and strengthening doubts we cannot solve. 
We rob ourselves of the eternal rest 



" Many are missing, be Thou their strength O Lord" 

The prayer was ended, each head was bowed, 

And silence held the little band, 

Waiting an answer from the Heavenly throne. 

Many had sealed their faith by blood, 

Many in prisons languished out their days, 

But anchored on the rock of Jesus* love. 

Patiently waited their appointed time. 

Gathered by stealth the weary slave. 

The free-bom citizen — ^brothers in Christ, 

The hand of persecution breaking every barrier down. 

That human laws had set 'twixt man and man, 

Seeking each other's love — fronting the battle, 

Prayer interwove with prayer, each anxious for his 

neighbour, 
While trembling how himself should breast the strife. 

Harassed, distressed, each day the little bands 

grew smaller. 
The hatred and contempt of a great city. 
By day and night with cruelty and death pursuing ; 
But steadfast gazing towards the promised rest — 
Foretasting of the bliss oi H^av^iiVj Taa.wQTV5^ 
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The body trembling — but how strong the soul ! — 
Gathered to comfort and exhort to diligence, 
Feeling Christ's presence in their midst they lingered, 
Craving for strength of faith, fulness of love, 
Uncertain that by morrow's set of sun. 
The coward jeer, the buffetting, the rack. 
Might stand in place of Christian love and 
fellowship. 



The wind in fitful gusts lifted the waves. 
That thundering dashed along the rock-girt shore, 
Making the midnight fearful in so lonesome place. 
Venturing the dangerous path with practised eye, 
Watching the assault of each careering wave. 
The which receding with careful step. 
Urging his course, Gelos, a noble Roman, 
Instructed that various of his bondmen 
Gathered at midnight in some secret cave — 
Anxious to surprise the unlawful gathering. 
Wandering he sought their place of hiding. 
When suddenly a feeble voice in earnest tone, 
Now lost amid the mourning of the tempest. 
Pleading now with Heaven to stay the persecutor's 

hand, 
Laying the secrets of the soul all bare. 
Lifting the voice of gratitude and praise. 
Then falling in the arms of Christ left all their 

burden there. 
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Relenting of his purpose as the words of life — 
Precious fragments of the life of Christ, 
Treasured by various of the company from disciples 

of the Lord — 
For in those days with but a verse or two 
Men reached high Heaven — while we 
With all the treasure scarce rise one step from earth, 
This told the ** healing of the widow*s son," 
SJu of Martha and of Mary Magdalene, 
He treasured in his heart the golden words, 
The sermon on the mount, the blind man's healing, 
Another told His meekness and His love — 
An aged man, and near the gates of death, 
Related all His promises, the fullness of IJis 

kingdom. 
Teaching each other, the hour of midnight past 
And the first fiery flush of day 
Was breaking o'er the distant verge. 

Wandering by the wave, revolving all the words of 

life, 
His soul more troubled as he sought escape. 
Startled, perplexed, craving some further knowledge. 
Feeling himself upon the track of life eternal — 
Uncertain where to find the seer who taught, 
Feeling abashed to seek the boon from his own slave, 
Sweeping his conscience bare from earthly clinging. 
The truth of God, the love of Christ uprose. 
Piercing thro' and thro' iVie s\iaxfts oi ^-ax^V^ 
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The stubborn pride subduing, strengthening the 

half resolve, 
To learn of Christ, humble soe'er the teacher be. 

A slave teaching his master the words of life. 
In bonds on earth, ransomed, redeemed by love, 
No atom of earth's riches his — treasures in Heaven, 
That time, nor rust, nor earth's uncertainty destroy. 
Unlearnt, full of the love that wisdom bows to. 
They spake together — the patrician and the slave — 
Approached the Father's throne in company. 
And parted full of peace, loving each other. 



A blast of trumpets — the door was closed. 

And he who held the secrets the Heavens unfold, 

Stood all alone — the gloomy twilight of the 

chamber. 
Growing to shadows that his fancy willed — 
Banquetings of the gods, glimpses of Elysian fields, 
Ancient warriors, arms beared for battle. 
With uncouth shapes, monsters and furies 
Mingling in strife, rending each other. 
The blackened waves of styx — the darkness 
That lies hid beneath the ribs of earth, 
Where flit the desolate spirits of the lost — 
Paraded in swift succession 'fore the affrighted seer. 
Robing himself, the rustling folds startled the silence, 
That wandering thro* the grey old Xo^«^ 
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Seemed muttered voices from the nether world, 
With fevered fancy and with trembling step, 
Eyeing the darkness with nervous fear, 
Passing the galleries, climbing the circling stairs, 
With soul and brain unhinged he sought to read 
The mysteries of Heaven. 

Circling, dividing the Heaven and earth, 

Then turning towards the East he waited for the 

sign. 
A lonely dwelling even for a seer — 
A wild untutored forest of nature's rearing. 
Cut off retreat and voice of all the world ; 
Around was strewn, as'twere the wrecks of mountains, 
In front, pile on pile, the ragged cliffs 
Massed up towards Heaven, barren as his own soul'— 
Beneath, a yawning gulf, whose granite walls 
Garnished by many humble plants, whose tender 

blossoms 
Soothed the old seer in his hours of solitude. 

*Twas near the hour of sunset — ^watching he'd stood 

since noon, 
And no voice came — no living creature stirred in 

his domain ; 
Wearied and faint he sank down and slumbered— 
Slumbered till shades of midnight gathered, 
When starting to his feet, for shrill and terrible an 

cade's scream — 
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Uneaitfalyy awful in his dreamy wakefulness, 
Passed as the lightnings flash o'erhead. 
Quick followed by two young ravening vultures, 
That fixing on their prey, wrestling, contending. 
Fell in the chasm 'neath the sacred tower, 
Potent, mighty, of ruin, desolation, death. 

Aghast he turned again to thread the gloomy 

chambers, 
Still in his ears the death shrieks ringing, 
Passing the gloomy passages, worn with fatigue 

and fear. 
Sinking upon the floor he slept, and awful visions 
Troubled his sleep, visions of a ghastly future, 
A tangled web of vice, voluptuousness and darkness, 
Till wakened by the blast of trumpets thus he lay. 
When led even as a child, broken, unconscious. 
He told the sign, and quick the judgment followed. 

They stood upon the cliff, those lonely Christians, 
Upon the verge of that grim gulf where fell the 

omen; 
The broken rocks formed to every shape to rend 

and mangle. 
Torturing the soul to look on death so grim. 

Three mangled corpses — the murderers fell back, 
Lefl the gloom that gathered round the place. 
Left it to night and terror she ens\viouA%, 

G 
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Startled at the first blood shed for conscience, 
For yet unseared, the voice of truth and justice 
Troubled those ancient Romans for the deed they 
wrought 



Hastening forward — himself had been a persecutor, 
The last faint streak of golden light lingered lovingly, 
Kissing the trees and flowers, the undefiled of earth, 
Edging the fleecy clouds with gold and crimson, 
Breaking in bursts of glory on the rifted hills, 
Fleeting across the Heavens — building up gorgeous 

piles, 
Touched by her magic wand, o'erthrown and 

broken walls 
Of castles and of temples high on giddy cliffs. 
As some earthly ruin fashioned by man's fingers, 
That time and storms have rent and blackened. 
The thousand marvels that the Heavens build up, 
Breaks down — piles up again in glory — 
Thus memory and thought active and supple. 
Changing the page of life in quick succession. 
Oft startles man reading what he has been. 

Sweeping across his soul the memories of early day. 
When rending asunder the bands of Christian love, 
Eager to defame the Cross, foremost in every cruelty. 
Hastening from city unto city, unheeding innocence 
or youth '^ 
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Fain would his soul have hidden from the sight of 

Heaven, 
But falling at the feet of Christ found comfort there. 
Weary, but pressing forward, the Church himself 

had planted, 
Suffering in silence, no disciple near them ; 
Now faltering, catching again a glimpse of Heaven, 
While swift and terrible thinning the weakened ranks. 
The sword of persecution stayed not its working. 

Standing far down the stream we cannot measure, 

Living in the midst of liberty and peace, 

The greatness of the labour, the love that filled his 

soul — 
Bright were those early days with saintly men, 
Hard were those times to live in Christian faith. 
Deep was the scorn, and fierce the hate, that fill 
O'er they who 'ceding firom the Temple's worship. 
Looked towards Calvary. 

Entering the house of Hermes, an aged Christian, 
An earnest worker in the Master's vineyard, 
Where many gathered for a last farewell, 
Shrinking from the torture racking soul and body. 
Feeling unequal to the fiery trial ; 
Standing in their midst, the great Apostle 
Urged to hold fast the faith, count all things loss. 
That standing 'twixt their Saviour sought their crown ; 
Spoke of his hand, as red with b\ooA. ol ^ivoXs^ 

G 2 
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And bitter tears, as strong men only weep — 
When in early days the storms of passion 
Have swept the good and beautiful from out the souL 
Long time he wept — they wept and prayed together, 
Seemed his great soul to bow before the storm, 
Yet grew the love of Christ to fuller and diviner life, 
As the skilled craftsman purifies the gold, 
Bums out the dross and every hidden flaw, 
The Church, purer, more perfected, came nearer 
Heaven. 

Nursed in the arms of love how oft our faith now 

trembles, 
A trifle of earth's riches lures the soul. 
That turning from the glory of the Cross we grasp a 

bubble — 
Make earth supreme and Heaven but death's retreat 
Waiting the fire to cleanse the dross, refine the life, 
Waiting the trial that shall make Calvary our rest. 
We stand within the Church feeble of hand and 

voice. 
Seeing the world remould the truth of God, 
To walk alongside of their dead and callous hearts. 

The voice of prayer, the key that opes the gate of 

Heaven, 
The incense ever before the throne. 
The life and glory of the early Church earnest and 

tearful, 
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Tuning to sacred themes the harp^trings of the 

soul — 
As nature unto nature doth respond harmonious, 
The voice and song of prayer for a short space, 
Anticipates the life of Heaven. 

How blessed to lie down and be at peace — 
Feel that o'erhead the love of Heaven is hovering. 
Enter the silent unknown land of sleep, 
Conscious should Heaven surprise you there, 
Eternal love would swallow up the gloom. 
Resting their feet upon the firmer rock. 
Grasping the future with a fuller hope, 
The Church held on its way 'fining the soul. 
While brighter grew the stamp, the seal of its divinity. 

There is a majesty in knowledge, that every age 
Hath bent the knee, done homage at her throne, 
A marvellous spirit that doth ne'er grow old, 
With light elastic step, threading the paradise of 

earth. 
With dainty finger lovingly unfolding. 
Such as her skill can trace, the miracle of life. 
Standing amazed within the darkened caverns, 
Whence downward strike the pillars of the earth, 
Anon on daring wing 'mid sacred mysteries. 
Rising in boundless pride that she could soar so 

high; 
But knowledge, linked with Heav^xvVj y^csvsx^Nxw^^ 



^ 
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Venturing, but not alone, led by Heavenly guidance, 
Sheds on the world a nearer, purer light 

Paul the Apostle foremost standing — 

'Mongst men the chief — as Jerusalem 

The fairest and loveliest of the earth, 

Cradling the treasures to man's heart most dear, 

Stood first among the cities of the world. 

He, as man, poured out his soul most fully. 

Wrestling with the nations for the love of Christ, 

Catching a glimpse of Heaven as from the lightning's 

wing. 
Hearing a voice — a voice that ever filled the soul, 
Urging him onward as the trumpet call — 
Strings, nerves the soldier's heart to dare the battle. 

What a strange sympathy doth dwell within the heart. 
Claiming a kinship with the Son of God ; 
Every vessel of the soul overflowing 
With evil passions 'gendered by the fall — 
Yet flashing from its depths gleams of light, 
Sealing the truth that Heaven has once breathed 

there, 
And Heaven that miracle doth work in man, 
Changing the blackened waters to the spring of life. 

How far, how distant from each other. 

The men whose hearts run out to meet their fellows, 

Who in the bye-ways of tiais \\fe oi oxxts 
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Hasten to cheer sorrowing and suffering souls ; 
But how they beautify the page of history's book, 
Turning the leaves — 'tis earth, earth conflict and 

toil- 
As the breaking of the morning after midnight gloom, 
Comes the glad light — the nobler life of man ; 
The stream searched backward to the fount, and 

Heaven is found ; 
Beside the spring, drinking its waters, living its life. 
Stood the Apostle, and his bright and cheering words 
Fell on the Church as rain and dew of Heaven. 

Gazing upon the gorgeous pageantry. 

Standing outside the mystic circle. 

The poor illiterate of heathen lands. 

Took up the cheerless creeds that gave no hope — 

For craving of the soul sought for a better life : 

like to the rainfall in the desert. 

The Apostle's message cheered the cheerless soul, 

Unlike aught of earth, man or his ways, 

A blessing to the soul that sought a blessing, 

A treasure to the heart that seeks a treasiure, 

A haven to the weary pilgrim of the eartli. 



How sweet the sound bom of the harp string — 

A noble artist thus has told its birth — 

Rising from the coral caves of ocean. 

In the glorious autumn time, when the silver moon 
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Sheds its soft light upon the changing leaves, 
And gentle zephyrs sigh about the grave of summer — 
Standing within the porch of an old ocean cave, 
Robed in the gorgeous flowers that cling and climb 
About the coral rock and mansions of the deep, a 

spirit stood ; 
When strains of music from a land unknown. 
The murmuring song of the wandering winds, 
Tuning its voice to freedom's noble strain, 
Wailing as for the brave hearts the wild waves cover. 
And with the heart-strings throbbing in unison. 
Thus the world — listening as the words of love — 
Heavenly music floated by, revellings of diviner life. 
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Oft wandering thro' our quiet English lanes, 
The whitening hawthorn and the rustling grain, 
And distant piping of the woodland songsters ; 
When Heaven and earth, smiling at each other, 
We came upon some old secluded cottage, 
Bowefd'neath spreading oaks and fragrant chesnuts ; 
And find the goodman leaning o'er the gate 
Reading the everchanging scroll of nature. 
So simple, the poor unlettered sons of earth may 

read. 
And find as sweet a voice and glow of song. 
As many studious minds find in our crowded streets. 
His soul quite innocent of the world's deep wiles, 
Its noble and unholy turbulent ambitions — 
His knowledge and his treasure the one Book 

Divine. 
The children grow and lay their fathers in the dust. 
Fill the old cottage and the chutchyaxd loo\ 
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Such is the quiet, holy life we lead, 
Whose love is nearer Heaven than earth. 

He 4c ^ :{( 4c sS: 

Two leagues distant from the walls of Rome, 
Sitting without the cottage door, a young unlettered 

Christian, 
Who, from his earliest years in peace and love. 
Dwelling within his father's home, knew not the 

world without. 
Watching the deepening blue expanse of Heaven ; 
Following in swifter flight — his prayers 
Came with the prayers of saints before the throne. 
Oft had the distant hum and noise of revelry, 
The throbbing of the Ufe of Rome fallen on his ear, 
And wonderment had filled the walls with many 

marvels — 
But even while gazing towards the land of rest, 
The hand of persecution fell suddenly upon him ; 
Hurried towards the city, the noise and din, 
The unstable passions of the Carnival's wild rout 
Came to his soul with tenfold terror. 

Taken from the peace and love of friends and home 
The first few moments of the dungeon's gloom 
Seem to the soul a foretaste of death's shadowy 

vale; 
Then do we feel with what a glorious robe 
And weh of love Heaven Aol\v encoxo^^&s us. 
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tting alone, lifting the chain that bound his feet, 
icantly gazing at the heavy links, his wandering 

thoughts 
!siting again the old familiar haunts, resting 
jside the door at eventide, listening to the words 
lat told the love of Jesus; gazing upon the 

teacher's face, 
onzed by the burning suns of twenty summers, 
le form bent down with toil and travel — 
indling within his eyes the light of love, 
I burning words speaking the messages of Heaven. 

is food untasted on the floor beside him, 
ixious, perplexed, the weary hours had passed, 
helping hand, no kindly smile, no teacher near, 
le light of love that cheered his early days 
langed for the darkness and the storms of night ; 
hile death, its many and uncertain tortures, 
•oubled his soul, and broke his peace with 
Heaven. 

cold thin streak of light struck through the prison 

bars, 
le ruddy morning light, bathing the thousand 

fields ; 
le sweet-scented vineyards and the happy homes, 
elcome to all — even to the weary captive, 
hose day had grown as night, save the gleam of 

light; 
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As the smile of Heaven when all the earth was 

frowning. 
Wrestling thro' the hours of night with the first 

beam, 
The house of clay that held the anxious soul 
Sank to repose — breaking the slumberous coil — the 

spirit, 
Roaming about the scenes and joys of childhood, 
Lived o*er again, those light and happy days, 
When rudely startled from the draught of love 
To tread the martyr's thorny path to Heaven. 

Hast ever stood before a mighty multitude, 
The eager restless eyes all looking into thine, 
Listened to the murmur of ten thousand voices 
That swelling, growing one long wild shout, 
Seems to shake the earth, appals, or stirs the heart? 
Given a sword, thrust from the prison door. 
Strange introduction to the busy world — the captive 
Beheld the thousand and ten thousand eyes. 
Centred, looking into his with fierce delight 
Around, the sculptured forms of famous gladiators, 
Groups of wrestlers, whose intertwining limbs 
Seemed like gnarled trunks of the twisted vine ; 
Gallant steeds, war chariots, trophies, embellished 
every space. 

Laying aside their swords, lifting their voice in 
prayer, 
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For many stood within the vast arena — 

Hushed was the maddened tumult, for it seemed 

that man 
Dared but be silent with Heaven so near — 
When, with a mighty bound, the desert king 
Swept by the martyrs, crouching, as in his native 

home, 
Hiding 'mid the rushes in the river's brink, 
When thirsting herds, lapping the cooling stream, 
Venture within his power — threatening at every 

moment. 
Transfixing, by the wild deep fire that filled his eye, 
Checking the life-blood circling thro' the veins — 
Checking the voice of prayer, lengthening the 

moments. 
The cold damp sweat of fear gathering upon their 

brow. 
When with a voice, that heard at midnight hoiu* 
Upon the verge of Afric's sandy wastes, or in the 

deep ravines. 
The rents and valleys of the Atlas mountains. 
The loud deep voice of hungered passion 
Scares the night watcher from the folded herd. 
He fell upon his prey. 

Divined they not, those Romans, that in after years 
Girt with the lion's strength— they the spoil. 
Must yield their proud old city, the remnant of their 
liberty 
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And live, as in our day, by charity and mercenary 
steel ? 
♦ ♦ ♦ * ♦ 4e 

How humbling to the pride of human intellect, the 

truth that history reads. 
Given prosperity, riches and power, man sinks be- 
neath the burden. 
How many legacies the dead have left us, 
Showing how error lurks in human wisdom. 
The empires of the world, scattered and broken, 
Proving man's energy and skill to build — 
His want of wisdom, his knowledge to control. 
The kingdom of the Pharaoh's — Assyria's strength, 
Fell 'neath the restless hordes of Persia and the 

Caspian ; 
Whose strength, grown feeble, the sons of Greece 
Broke on Arbela's field; who, restless of spirit. 
Keen of intellect, daring in research, urged the 

world forward. 
Gave strength and vigour to the minds that ruled 

'mong men. 
While stamping on the nations their vigorous life, 
The sons of Rome and Carthage, two mighty 

wrestlers, 
Each prepared to snatch the empire of the world, 
But mercenary steel sank 'fore Roman patriotism, 
And to the imperial city the nations bent the 

knee. 
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Tis sweet to listen to old Homer's song — 
The wild impassioned notes of ancient bards, 
Or with the old historic muse, when winter snows 
Have covered nature's face, and rough winds whistle 
Thro' the leafless trees, making the fireside cheery, 
Read o'er again the marvels of the grey old times — 
Stand within the hundred-gated Thebes, by Nilus' 

flood, 
Following to the temples, from whose deep recesses 
Brought forth the tablets and sacred leaves, 
Strange, earliest records of men and gods ; 
Or by Euphrates' flood, climbing the height of 

Belus' tower. 
Listening to traditions of the old-world heroes ; 
Wandering thro' the vineyards, the groves and 

gardens. 
The spreading fields and fragrant meadows, 
Passing by thousand hamlets, by streams in moun- 
tain valleys, 
Where lavished nature poured forth all her treasure. 
Hence thro' Persia to Indus' fabled land thro' 

Scythian wilds. 
By Caspian, the mighty hills of old Circassian lands, 
Standing within the halls of Croesus — hence to his 

native land, 
Reading at the Olympic games, his magic page, 
Giving to the world his life-wrought treasure — 
The venerable father of the historic scroll, 
Reads o'er again in every age V\\s m2Li\^QM^ '^Xssr^. 
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Sitting by the historic muse, the sage old teacher, 
Turning the curious pages of old-world lore, 
Leading by the current of men's thoughts and 

strivings, 
By battle fields and famine-stricken cities, 
By grand old temples with dark mysterious shrines. 
To awe and hold in check the unstable passions. 
But breaking thro* the gloom, gleams of light. 
The struggling upward of the nobler life of man. 
As beams of light cast in some darkened cavern, 
Seen for a moment, then lost amid the gloom. 

Pondering, musing on the ancient world and men; 
Striving to live the life of those dim times, 
Garnering their treasiures, drinking at their fount of 

song. 
Leaving my soul to rest upon their mysteries and 

creeds ; 
But as of old, the dove, finding no place of refuge, 
Returning to the ark, the rest and hope of Calvary. 
All of genius that earth could give, earth only. 
Lives in those monuments of mind their dead have 

left us ; 
But from the dawning of Messiah's reign 
The thoughts of men come tinged with Heaven. 
As all good things on earth are bom to strife, 
The priceless boon met with that ceaseless 

persecution 
Earth ever gives to no\Aesl lYvm^^ ol ^^x?Cci, 
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Conquering, as morning conquers night, 

Uprising as the spring and harvest from winter's 

death — 
Soon might a man attempt to rend the heavens, 
Seal up the lightning's path, control the thunder. 
As thrust from out man's soul the love of Christ. 

Feeble must ever be tlie notes from human lyre 
When earth-bom fingers only touch the strings. 
We hear the noise of battle, feel the heart's quick 

pulsing, 
But cannot tell the greatness of the strife. 
Things Heavenly live their life alone on earth ; 
We stand, admire, find by our side footprints of 

Heaven, 
Look forward, and on every side new light is breaking. 
Listening to the words of love, the seraph choir. 
As jealous for its fame, swell the song, 
And from one angel harp thrice ten thousand 
Wake the hymn of glory and of praise. 

Trophies, battle-flags, monuments of mind. 
Columns rent from temples, rare and costly works, 
The valued spoils of conquered nations. 
Adorn the halls, the palaces of kings ; 
But peace, and love, and purity, and holy charity, 
The white-robed virtues, the blood-stained garments 
Of prophets — martyrs — the host of witnesses 
That seal their truth with blood, trium^hin^ 

H 
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O'er death and torture, and the power of man, 
Hallow and adorn the temples of Christ on earth. 

Records of the faithful who fell in Nero's reign, 

First, fairest tablets of the Christian temple. 

In youthful days when all seem truth. 

And riper judgment had not weighed historic fact, 

The soul of Nero seemed athirst for blood ; 

Maturer judgment seeks to find the truth — 

Strives to be just with men, itself too fallible and 

like to err ; 
But poor excuse can strictest justice find 
For that extreme of torture Nero taught 
Disturbers of the peace the laws must needs 

suppress; 

But how shall justice speak the praise of him 

Whose hand grew red with blood of his best people. 
****** 

Standing within an ancient, a famed cathedral, 
Around, the mighty dead, the dust of warriors, 
Who fighting fell on distant battle-fields, 
Where horse and rider, and enginery of death iu 

scattered ruin. 
Piled on the trampled com or ruined homestead. 
They, too, who 'neath the banner of Immanuel, 
Battling with the powers of ignorance and sin, 
Lay down beside their laureled shield in peace. 
The silence and the awe that filled the place, 
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As tho' some sudden voice from forth the dead 

would speak — 
Watching the sunlight piercingthe pictured windows, 
Lighting the halo round our thorn-crowned Saviour s 

brow — 
Lighting the stony features of saint and warrior, 
Raining a shower of glory on the rusted chain and 

broken stone. 
Where in days of old the word of life was read ; 
And busy fancy quickly leading to where 
The skilful artist, silently, lovingly working, 
Unconscious of the world without — a soul-wrapt 

man. 
Striving to stamp upon the brow a Christlike glory. 

Breaking the web of fancy's weaving, my guide 

Brought me to a worn old oaken door, 

Which, passing, showed the ruins of an ancient 

temple. 
The pillars black and massive, the rude stone altar, 
A few disjointed flag-stones, dark stains as 'twere 

of blood — 
All else had perished in the wreck of ages. 
The gloom of ancient superstition, the voice of 

lamentation. 
Seemed as 'twould start from out the dark recesses. 
** Surely," I reasoned, leaving the old fane, " the 

hand of God is here. 
Hiding the darkened shrine, the be^ut^' ol VcXvcv^^'s* 

H 2 
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Triumphing o'er the phantoms of the dead, whose 

strength, 
Crumbled with the empire, they helped to 'stablish. 
The Christian love and hope, like to the flowers 

that God has given the earth, 
Grow and blossom, and fill the heart of man with 

pleasure. 
Adorn the highway, the waste and barren places." 

:{: 4c i: 3|c * . i/i 

Could Heaven so violate her blessed charity 

As place upon this earth of ours a soul all void of 

love, 
Bearing to all the world loathsome indifference— 
That sometime wandering thro* the pleasant fields, 
A white-robed messenger should give the boon — 
Love — love that adorns life's page with roses, 
Every day with sweeter blossoms welcomes life — 
Counting above all price the new-bom passion, 
Its loss esteeming as cruder than death. 
How, then, the Christian, Heaven's treasure in his 

soul, 
Should cling to Calvary, and torture-rack in vain, 
Weighed 'gainst the loss of Jesus' love. 

As on many sin-stricken cities, lovingly looked down 
The moon and her attendant host — 
The streets of Rome, the Caesar's palace, and noble 
gardens 
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Flooded with light, seen from afar looked like a 

fairy city. 
As with men, some friendships fair of exterior. 
Which stricter scrutiny discovers vile deformity. 
The noble citizen, the virtues of the ancient time. 
Fell back before the deepening vice and cruelty. 
Heralded by the imperial sceptre. 

Following the sultry day, the softening breeze 
Wafted thro' the city Italians fragrant breath. 
Loaded with the gathered sweets of fruit and flowers, 
Soothed the voluptuous Roman in his hour of ease, 
That ease for which his soul most craved. 
Casting aside all works of toil and danger. 
Seeking those spectacles that please the sense. 
Enjoyed without a thought and free from effort. 
How changed the race — sons of those soldiers of 

the Punic wars — 
Sons of those men, who took Rome's battle-flag 
Thro' every kingdom of the world in pride and 

triumph, 
Wasting their youth in cruelty and sights debasing. 

First, mightiest protest 'gainst the powers of earth, 
Curbing the people's faith, framing the people's 

creed, 
The host of martyrs, who on that fearful night. 
In Nero's palace-gardens, suffered for their faith. 
Every plant of beauty known oiv eaxlVi, 
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Gifts of the angels when first the hills were clothed, 
Seems it incredible ? Fain would I believe 
Each angel from the bright home brought some 

favourite flower, 
Enriched the world therewith, so many have we ; — 
The noblest forest trees that grew and triumphed, 
Grasping the earth, lifting their heads to Heaven ; 
Emblems of love, ever with us, ever looking Heaven- 
ward, 
Adorned the garden, and those tender vines 
That cling and crowd around the forest giants, 
As every virtue clusters round the stem of love. 
Flaunted their bright and various blossoms every- 
where. 
Long terraces of white and fairest marble. 
Covered with every rich and gorgeous flower, 
Brought from Asia's fabled gardens or Afric*s wilds, 
Fell in clusters, and the moon's pale beams of 

flaming torches. 
Blended in sickly unison, silvered the heavy foliage. 

How many darkened pages we read in history's 

journal ; 
But darker than all others — record of torture — 
As rent asunder, torn by hungered beasts, 
Pierced to death, burnt in the hissing flame, 
Those Christians — no crime but love to God and 

man : 
Serving as torches to ligVil l\\e daiVxi^^-Si^ \ 
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Lamps that have seen Rome's empire sink, 
And yet sinking, that in our day we trust 
The fire of liberty may bum her bigotry right out. 
How many cities, since Calvary's light first dawned, 
Sank with the dead, or shaking themselves firee. 
Rose in the Christian faith and liberty ; 
But Rome, the bane of Christian love, 
Has lived to warp the truth, distort the light of 
Calvary. 

Tied to the stake, the restless flame scorching his 

snowy beard. 
His white hair floating in the breeze, an aged 

Christian 
Exhorting a youth, who beside him mourned the 

biting flames — 
"To-day," — I've read the words — "with me in 

Paradise." 
The choking flame stayed further utterance. The 

night wore on. 
Torture and death wore on, mocking and sin, daring 

high Heaven. 
To clash of cymbals and strains of music, 
Starting from behind the shrubs, groups of dancers. 
With noiseless step wrought their fairy evolutions : 
Now hidden by the foliage — with sudden start 
Gliding beneath the hanging blossoms, or by charred 

remains, 
The blacke^ied bodies of ftie \\fe\es^ ^ivoLXs, 
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Hurrying in swift retreat, while vacant laughter, 
Coarse ribald jests, followed their nimble feet 

Did Heaven abandon e'er its weakest, humblest 

child, 
We all might tremble in these lax days of ours. 
The humblest saint, and these the Master s words 

hath part with me ; 
But warriors, who needs must front tlie battle — 
The pioneers striving to breach the citadel of sin — 
Legions of angels cheer and strengthen. 

Standing alone, exposed to rude coarse bantering, 
A noble maiden, whose dark dishevelled hair 
In heavy clusters fell, hiding her snowy shoulders. 
^ Thrust backward to the stakes, with nervous fingers 
Grasping the heavy chain that bound her arms. 
Resting her face upon her bosom, oft with anxious 

eye 
Watching the lights, as starting from every nook, 
The flaming torch passed onward to devour. 
The wild voluptuous youth of Rome stopping to 

admire; 
Craving, by life of infamy, to buy her freedom. 
Her pure soul, troubled thus when near the gates 

of death, 
Sank back upon the body, and hot tears fell- 
Tears of the soul — telling her grief and anguish. 
The torch passed by, tVie pilWes&ftoi^— 
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A winding-sheet of fire — scorching her delicate 

limbs: 
But Heaven was near* 

Threading the labyrinth of flowers and shrubs, 
Passing by the blackened limbs of venerable men, 
Entering a deep recess, from whence voices and 

music, 
Echoing each other, trilled out to wild Bacchanial 

song, 
The softened notes of girlhood's voice — free laughter 
Rang silvery clear upon the ear of midnight. 
Save when some shriek of agony — the accuser's 

voice — 
Leaping the distance, appalled the Imperial revellers. 
Grant ne'er a harp may strike themes so unholy 
As vice, debauchery, and wantoning of kings. 
Daily the voice of time repeats the tale of infamy. 
And lifting the veil, truth's sunlight piercing it thro*, 
Shows woven into its blackened web death's bony 

fingers. 

Beneath a clustering of roses, sheeted in flame, 
A dark-eyed son of Rome, while with loud up- 
braiding. 
Passed by his aged father. But a mother's love, 
Seeing the flame now mar her loved one's features, 
Grew into anguish, and standing by his side 
Exhorting, watched and wept till life had passed ; 
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Then bending o'er the hissing flame, 
Strove to gather to her arms the blackened corpse, 
And sitting, reft of reason, watched the long night 
through. 

As from the charge of furious squadrons. 
The scattered ranks re-form, and phalanx like, 
A veteran host stand in the front of battle, 
'Gainst which in vain the iron hail may storm ; 
Girding itself, the brave devoted band 
Repelled its foe^, and in its onward march, as of old 
Macedon's famed king trampled the feeble nations — 
A host of men, against the hosts of a man. 

^h 'r ^^ •1^ ^^ ^^ 

All claiming to be children, the father, grandsire, 

the whole family. 
Poor in earth's riches, yet poorer still in knowledge; 
Their life the dreary sameness of a winter's day, 
Resting their hope upon some baseless legends- 
Till one day in the gloom of winter-time, 
A snow-bound traveller craved food and shelter. 
Twas rare that 'mid the dangers of the Alpine 

wilds. 
When winter storms were revelling 'mid the hills, 
A courier from Rome should dare, a stranger never, 
But 'mid the night and storm, a man from unknown 

land : 
Scarce dared we touch oi IooVl upoxv \.\v^ %txan^er, 
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Fearing his presence, yet feeling glad he gathered 

at our meal — 
Taught us of Heaven and love, each storing his soul, 
As men who come upon a vein of gold gather to 

their full strength. 

Sitting around the fire, without, the drifting snow— 
" Twelve moons to-night," so spake the grandsire, 
" Since, unawares, we fed the man of God ; 
* So many years, that night,' he said, * when I was 

but a boy, 
In Bethlehem's manger, in the far golden East, 
Near to the sacred city, Jesus, Messiah was born; 
And how a bright star, brighter than those we see, 
Guided the shepherds and wise men to worship.' 
And many strange and wondrous words he spake 

above our knowledge. 
But others, simple as own-made stories, 
Showing us all the love, and these the words of 

Jesus." 

No 'written word, no teacher near, no arm of flesh. 
Trusting in Heaven, they drankat the fountain head — 
The secret of the early Christian church : 
Troubled with doubts and fears, they sought the 

Saviour, 
Nor laid them first at feet of priest or pastor, 
To fill the mouth of scandal or the purse of avarice. 

i|l 4; 4: 4: * )|e 
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Leaving the hard harsh voice of business, 
Pleasant to those who seek the noise and rush of life, 
But a spirit that doth vex and steel the soul 
To such who love, as shades of twilight steal 
In at the window when the firelight 
Dances upon the thousand volumes whence the 

dead yet speak, 
Leading us back the paths themselves have trod — 
The grand republic of the illustrious dead. 
Entering the silent fields — the year was but ten 

days old — 
Passing beneath the trees, stem, silent, in the winter 

mist; 
Then presently a brave old mansion, garnished 

with many a tale, 
Part hid by stately limes, *neath whose shade 
Many great in battle and in council spent their 

boyhood. 
As minstrels gathered to cheer the festive season. 
The thrush, the blackbird, and other children of song 
Piped those nervous strains that oft in winter months 
We welcome more than loudest song of summer. 
These called again to life my song that long had 

slumbered. 
Not from neglect, but that the task grew harder. 

:)e )|e Ht ^ ^ 4e 

How refreshing, from the theologian's tangled web, 
To read the words of ]es\is — ^feom tYv^NcAd of words 



BOOK III. 109 

Uttered by men who rest in part their creed 
On vestments, candles, or a little incense — 
Forgetting they themselves should be as lights to 

men : 
Toilers, who find Christ's work too hard, 
Fain to tend a well-kept fruitful vinyard — 
Shirking the fallow, the unturned stubborn ground; 
Leaving for those, whose energy and love 
Find little time to dream of symbols, lights, and 

tinsel, 
To battle with the errors and indifference of men. 

The Church, rich in the memory of earnest toilers — 
Men whom the setting sun surprised— veterans 
Falling, while in their ears the shout of triumph rang ; 
Men who had breached the citadel of Jewish law, 
Who saw and knew the greatness of the struggle. 
But on whose hearts the living Christ had breathed. 

Brightest in the galaxy of men, chosep by God 
To work His will and shape man's path to Heaven, 
Stands the Apostle of the Gentile world. 
Measuring man by man, we estimate his worth ; 
Standing above our reach, they to whose keeping 
Heaven gave the holy oracles, thro' whose souls 
Passed the fervour and the fire of inspiration. 
Before the grand old seers we bow in reverence. 
Who in majestic strength, as some tall mountain form. 
Towering towards Heaven, passes our feeble ken — 
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Sit at the feet of those who wrote the words of Jesus, 
Ne*er tiring of the story, lost in the depths of love. 

'Twas a glorious time for old Judea when Christ 

was there, 
The land of the prophets, the favoured of the Lord, 
Mid whose hills the voice of Heaven was only heard — 
The land for which Heaven oft smote the nations — 
The land to which reached down those steps of light, 
That the old patriarch in the vision saw. 
Twas a glorious time for gentile lands when Paul 

was there — 
" The bravest of the brave " — he whose example 

counts life at least. 
Who in the strength of Heaven and love pressed 

forward, 
And every day preached Christ and love and peace. 
As tho' one man should strive to work a mine, 
And from the chambers of the earth draw forth her 

treasures. 

Standing upon the deck of a homeward-bound, 
The shades of evening gathering o'er the heavens. 
Settling upon the expanse of dark blue waves, 
Whose awful depth put on a deeper gloom ; 
Dreaming of home as the long absent only dream, 
Watching the golden stars gemming night's curtain, 
Counting, as a child might count pebbles on the 
beachy 
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Stopping to admire, ten thousand more, surprise the 

sight, 
Till the whole heavens ablaze with golden lamps, 
Sing the Creator's praise and majesty. 

From Calvary, as the starry host, the Christian band 
Grew in multitude. Standing by some great miracle — 
Startled by the ease wherewith the course of nature's 

changed. 
We turn, and from the scattered bands churches 

have risen : 
Catch from the hills of every land the voice of prayer. 
The drooping soul that seemed so bound to earth — 
As child that long has lost its home 
Come suddenly upon the old familiar threshold. 
In dismal wilds where dismal rites were found. 
And the thick veil of heathen night darkened the soul. 
The Heavenly light and voice of love broke thro.* 
Many alone, young in the Christian faith. 
Grappling to their souls some precious promise. 
Passed thro' the bitter fire of persecution, 
Of whom no record lives in earthly pages. 
To find a rest, an anchorage for the soul — 
How needful, from the tossing of life's waves — 
From strifes that mar and break the pilgrim road. 

5|f "IF V ^ Sp sjs 

How marvellously the stirring themes of history 
Do group themselves round grey old ruins, 
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Taking their many colours from the thoughts of men. 
Crowding each other, themes for the loftiest song — 
When from its pinnacle the Imperial city 
Took its first downward leap, and Jerusalem, 
The favoured of the Lord dashing aside the hand 

of Heaven, 
With all her pride of soul about her, 
Fell from her throne of glory to the dust : — 
When the great inroad on the powers of sin 
Startled the nations, and hate and malice of the world 
Strove to stamp out the truth of God : 
When first the lamp was lit that gave humanity to 

guide 
Progress and liberty, to their glorious goal 

Gorgeously the imperial rivals stood, 
Full of the spoil of conquered nations — Rome, 
Of glory won, in the senate and on the battle-field, 
Resting their fame on state-craft and the sword. 
Upon the holy* Temple, building her pride — 

Jerusalem 
Thrust back with scorn the gift of Heaven — 
Rivalling the city of the Caesars — unto death. 
With ceaseless persecution, pressed the sons of God. 

In humble dwellings, scattered throughout the city, 
But each content to worship Christ therein. 
Claiming no eloquence, but earnestness and love, 
heir prayers deep, fervent wrestlings with Heaven, 
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The Church of Rome sought rest and safety. 
Half their number filling martyr's graves, 
Leaving their record and witness for the truth ; 
Widows and orphans joined their prayers and tears, 
The aged and young strove to strengthen and con- 
firm each other-^ 
But many fell — fell from the love of Jesus — 
Drank but one draught firom out salvation's cup, 
When, seeing perils near, passed on the other side. 

Feeling at hand the time of trial, the Apostle, 
Troubles increasing as the church grew larger, 
Schism and discord, brood of pride and envy — 
Poisonous weeds, that choke the flowers of truth — 
Laboured with tenfold greater zeaL 
Knowing imprisonment and bonds, but great de- 
liverance, 
The love, the labour, the holy zeal of Paul 
Grew as a flame, to burn the dross. 
That, lodging in man's heart, beirs it to earth. 

Beneath the shadows of the holy Temple, 
Watching the furious crowd 'sieging its sacred 

courts. 
Borne in its midst an aged man, bowed with years. 
His head uncovered, his white beard soiled, 
Harassed by questions from a hundred tongues. 
Which answering calmly, but with feeble voice 
Begged to be led once more within the Temple — 

I 
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Stood a student of the law, who had known the 

Sa\'iour, 
Almost a Christian, — ^wanting the wing of feith, 
As the great Leader looking towards the land of 

rest, 
Watching the thousands cross the flood till night 

came down. 

On Olivet, raining his early beams, the king of day 

Threw on the Mount a glow of glory, 

Piercing the darkness and shadows of Gethsemane — 

Looking in peace and love upon the holy city — 

Falling upon the battered features of the aged saint, 

Silvering his hair and beard, turning to crystal 

The tears that night had shed. 

Half the city wept the dead, and half rejoiced — 

Half feaw the averted face of Heaven, half in bigot 

zeal. 
And blind as bigotry has ever been, 
Dreamt the day of pride would last for ever. 

Day by day, filling her cup of iniquity, 
Tom by wild patriot and fanatic's zeal ; 
Binding to her heart a cold dead form, 
That in the early days, glowing with glory, 
Thundered from Sinai's mount — a stream of light 
Ran thro' the page of Israel's varying story. 
When in their strength, forgetting God, a fire, 
For which the proudest and the bravest fell — 
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Opening the city gates — leading to bondage, 

Till at the pleadings of the just, such power hath 

prayer, 
Moving the hands of Deity, gathering the people. 
Filling the soul with songs of joy and gladness ; 
Her watchmen singing in the night, the hill-tops 

bending. 
Or valleys full of riches, or life full of praise. 

" Woe to Jerusalem — flee to the mountains — 
Haste, for the day of vengeance tarrieth not ! " 
In every street the sound of warning rang ; 
From early mom, till shades of evening gathered, 
The ring of the anvil, the tramp of hosts was heard ; 
And evening deepening into midnight, the affrighted 

watchmen 
Saw in the heavens embattled hosts contending ; 
Her judges ceased to judge the righteous cause ; 
Her nobles fell to striving with each other ; 
The old men mourned, the young men scorned 

control, 
The maidens bowed the head and wept in 

silence ; 
With tighter grasp the infant clasped its mother, 
As passed the dismal cry, ** Woe to Jerusalem !" 
The fields deserted, the vine undressed, 
The gaunt and terrible spirit of famine 
Hovering above the hills, settled about the grand 

old city. 

I 2 
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Sorrowfully, as when from Paradise expelled, 
Oft looking back — our first parents, slow of step, 
Each bearing from the spot that memory loved — 
The place where oft the voice of God was heard — 
Groups of Christians, leaving the holy city — 
Lingering, looked back again to gaze upon the 

temple. 
That rising o'er the massy towers and palaces. 
Glistening in the noontide sun as the bride of 

Heaven. 
Journeying from home, strangers in a land of 

strangers. 
But mighty in the faith — as the old patriarch 
Taking his child to sacrifice — whither thou wilt — 
And unto many lands — the seed of the kingdom 
Wandering, they bore the words of life. 



A prisoner, his soul reached out for sympathy and 

love. 
The timid spirits fled when the great champion fell; 
The cruel and relentless arm of persecution 
Scared from the lonely cell the voice of friendship ; 
But, as the storm-bird passing the darkened cloud 
Gets up amid the sunshine and the light of Heaven, 
The Apostle, nearer to his Heavenly home, 
Forgot his prison and his bonds, for voices, 
The song and harping of the seraph host, 
Caught and detained \V\m tveai XW ^^v^ oC Heaven. 
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How faithfully, when fronting death's grim portals, 
Doth conscience reckon up the past of life- 
Metes out the priceless boon of hope. 
When with honor crowned we stand upon the 

margin of eternity ; 
Or opens 'neath the feet a yawning gulf, 
When days and years in reckless mood thrown to 

the wind, 
With sudden end startle the trembling souL 
Counting up the past of life — work done. 
Work undone — the slips and stumbles on the road-^ 
Mourning as one who *midst some generous work 
Suddenly stopped — falls to marvelling. 
Yet Heaven doth oft the noblest take when useful 

most 
When we would rest too much upon man's feeble 

arm, 
Cuts down the unstable prop, lest the heart. 
Trusting to earth, should forfeit Heaven. 

Cut off from commerce with the world, the soul 
Falls back upon whatever it may have garnered. 
The chiefest thing that has employed its love or 

leisure ; 
Hence marvellous works, that else had feeble been. 
Of Dante, Tasso, and our own blind bard. 
But he of whom we sing, of loftier soul than these, 
Sought not to fashion lasting themes in song — 
But strip himself of earth and earthly {aiUw^— 
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Standing upon the brink of death, sought to antici- 
pate 
The draughts of love, the joys and song of Heaven. 
Passed in review, the triumph *gainst the labour, 
Saw thro' the world the harvest of the truth, 
That, shaken by the gentle breeze of Heaven, or 

hand of tyranny, 
Casting abroad its seed by fifty and a hundred-fold. 

Sleeping when weary most — near the gate of Heaven 
In dreams his soul was carried — mastering the 

earthly, 
Strove to be near the haven, the home of its desire. 
Losing all measurement of time, day was as night, 
A long and awful night to guilt, those phantom 

walls 
Now dimly forming, as the sight grew stronger. 
Then melting into shadowy darkness and despair. 
Those walls, that heard the wild and muttered 

ravings, 
The sobs, the cries of agony of Numidia's crazed 

king. 
Saw, too, the baffled plotters, pacing to and fro. 
Each hour an agony — a living death — 
Unhinging the calm judgment, torturing the fancy — 
As walking to and fro before death's grim portals. 
When full of life, men count insanity — 
Till unawares, tho' oft anticipated. 
The arm of vengeance rends the thread of life. 
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And hundred others found their courage fail— 
The lofty soul becomes a dwarf-like creature, 
Standing amid the gloom and silence of the felon's 

cell, 
In every dungeon seems a wail of anguish. 
Every prisoner leaves a taint upon the air ; 
But he who sat within the darkened walls 
Shrank not from gloom and darkness, for the love 
That shone within his soul absorbed the night. 

In memory wandering thro' many lands — to Car- 
thage, 

Full of the memories, the monuments of human 
history ; 

Standing in the crowd of Jews and Greeks at Alex- 
andria ; 

Wandering with the merchant thro' the rocks of 
Edom, 

With caravans, by wastes and gardens of the desert; 

Sitting with the shepherds in the vales of Judah ; 

Resting in the vineyards of the lesser Asian hills ; 

Wandering through the fields by Tigris and Eu- 
phrates' flood ; 

Passing thro' Persia, Bactria, entering the mighty 
land, 

The land of prodigies that fable failed to magnify, 

Finding in every place the voice of prayer. 

From Asia, to the isles that gem the ocean; 

To Greece, the land of poetry and sages ; 
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From Macedonia unto Rome, — unto himself 
Ran the voice of love and filled his soul. 
Then looking outward unto western wilds, 
Saw how the light of love beguiled her sons. 
From every land the shout of joy and gladness, 
The shout of a multitude, as when a conqueror 

passes by, 
Scared every terror from the loathsome celU 

The pageantry of vice, callous to the calls of justice, 

Cruel, capricious, in its every working. 

Seemed in its revelry to forget the prisoner. 

Every wild extravagance of unbridled passion 

Found freedom in the city — the old world. 

As a Bacchante from the pageantry of heathen 

festival, 
Strangely contrasting with the light of Calvary, 
Spent its last days of rule and triumph. 

As from a storm, the face of Nature 
Comes forth in softer beauty — the rough blasts 
Shaking from the forest-top the withered leaves, 
Washing, from the velvet-covered petals of the 

flowers. 
The dust and grime that earth had scattered there, — 
The church, rent and shaken by the blast of perse- 
cution. 
Purged from the many stains, strong with wrest- 
ling, 
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Stood in the face of Heaven, clothed in second 
youth. 

In every life sad moments gather — 
The links that bind to Heaven, narrowed or broken — 
The soul grows languid, sorrowful and weary — 
Life then is but a living for the passing hour, 
No land of promise, or of rest, no Heavenly man- 
sions ; 
But when returning love delights the soul, 
Earth grows less, and Heaven and hope more beau- 
tiful 
Seasons of sorrow, followed by fuller bursts of light. 
Seasons of drought by richer draughts of love. 
The tears of sorrow changed to tears of joy, 
Mourning for friends, Jesus Himself comes near. 



As jealous of the records of earth-bom men. 

The men who living wrought and spake with Jesus, 

Or, by meagre record, to test the faith of after ages. 

Heaven gathered to its own bright archives, 

Save what by word of inspiration given ; 

Or, as grains of gold in mountain streams scattered 

In love, or scorn, through Christian or in heathen 

pages. 
As the peasant poet-boy hastened to the distant verge. 
Trusting to stand where Heaven and earth were 

meeting, 
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Nor coming nearer to the goal, with fruitless step 
We strive to catch the spirit of those early days, 
When Heaven came down to earth. 

Sleeping in unknown graves scattered throughout 

the world, 
Leaving no mark that men might kneel to — 
The Aposties and the friends of Jesus entombed of 

Heaven — 
As the old prophet *mid the wilds of Nebo*s mount 
Needing no blazonry of earth to mark their graves, 
Faithful servants, ending their Master's work, 
Treasuring for themselves, tho' to the sight un- 
known. 
Riches in Heaven, — O, that our day could count 

such workers. 
Not silken soldiers, whose very garniture 
Courts the assailants' scorn or love of plunder — 
But whose worn armour, where tiie fight was thickest, 
Has brought the wearer thro* with glory crowned. 
Our times are in no mood to pet the languid 

Christian, 
Or stand aside for him who only holds a cross. 
Brave must be the arm, and keen the sword, 
That bears untarnished from the strife of battle 
The faith and cross of Calvary. 



Standing before the throne oi C^e^ar^ 
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Sport for philosophy and wit of jesters ; 
But as the sightless Israelite brake down the Temple, 
The Apostle, by the words of truth and love — 
And that bright spirit that doth fill the page. 
That checks the pride of man, and touches 
The chords that vibrate to the life of Heaven, 
Scattered their idle tales— their firm philosophy — 
Brought up their gods before the light of Calvary- 
Set by the truth of Heaven their sacred treasures, 
Which, as the ruddy fruit by Sodom's lake, 
Shaken from the tree crumbles to dust 

Startled, perplexed, but not convinced, 
Weighing the pleasures of the world against salva- 
tion, 
Standing a moment on the verge of a better life, 
The courtiers and listeners to the Apostle's words — 
Breaking the spell, stept back into their former 

selves. 
And he who but an hour ago, offering life eternal, 
Stood to receive the sentence of his deatL 

How few the men, who for all time have lived, 
Keystones in the work that check the waves of sin, 
That, leaping from the depths of evil, assault the 

truth: 
Beacon's to guide firom rocks and shallows ; 
Types of the great and glorious ChristiaiL life. — 
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Bright warriors that keep the sacred road, 
Fill the young soldier's heart with love of God, 
Teaching him to dare the keenest shafts of hell, 
And plant truth's banner where falsehood held do-' 
main. 

" I know that my Redeemer liveth," — ^the still 

small voice, 
That cheers and nerves the soul when danger 

threatens, 
Breaking the sting of death, blunting the per-' 

secutor*s sword — 
The cry of triumph when the journey's ended. 
When faith has grown to sight, hope to possession — 
Showing thro' breakings of the cloud the face of 

Jesus. 

'Twas noon, and many tears and prayers, and much 

of gossip 
Engaged the citizens and slaves of Rome. 
Careless as a king, fearful as a tyrant, 
Lay in the cool apartments of the palace, imperial 

Nero : 
On every side some monument of conquest. 
Some memento of the people, that had been Rome. 
Suspicious of each other, the crowd of flatterers. 
With vacant eyes gazed on the gathered glpry. 
Ignorant of the facts and truth that hung about them. 
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Following his ventures in gloomy mood, the mer- 
chant 
Saw brighter scenes of wealth unfold their secrets : 
The scavengers, who gather up the city's idle talk, 
Perplexed each other with absurd surmises. 
All the incidents that mark one day of life, 
Passed by, — each gathered to its place, into forget- 

fulness, 
Fixed in the page of history, or heart of men ; — 
Few thought or heeded of the headless saint, 
Or, with stern rebuke of Jewish perfidy, 
Endorsed the judgment 



With lightsome step and joy of heart. 
As one who from a long and dangerous journey 
His mission proved his nearing home- 
Feeling the joy of triumph and of welcome — 
Passing the road sacred to a hundred triumphs. 
That step by step built up the empire. 
With fuller and more bounding heart the aged 

Christian, 
The fearless Heaven-bom spirit of the Apostle, 
Firing his soul the treasured words, 
** I have fought the fight — have kept the faith — 
Henceforth the crown," and with more gladdened 

step — 
Leaving behind the riches and the pomp of Rome — : 
Leaving its sin and license— but 'mid her sons, 
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Ten thousand soldiers of the Cross, whose words of 

truth— 
The truth of God — whose marvellous alchemy, 
Striking the barren rock, gives streams of life. 

The shades of evening gathered o'er the city, 
The great Apostle of the Gentile world was dead. 
His work accomplished, his crown assured — 
The mightiest soldier and many brave had fallen. 
Who fought and fell 'neath Calvary's banner. 
Entering the strife, not with loud sighs and tears, 
Watching from afar the surging waves of sin — 
Finding a scattered band — left a conquering host, 
Heard the cry of sorrow changed to shouts of 

triumph. 
The worn defenders grown a mighty people, 
Whose sounding footsteps, heard in every land. 
Startle the powers of evil on their ancient throne. 

Thus far the task I've ventured, and fain 
Had spoken further of the marvellous band 
Whose story's written in the sacred page — 
There being written needs no pen again to write. 
Nor would I venture to extend the story. 
The men whom God hath written in His book 
Require no praise of ours — rather I'd strive to live, 
So I might stand beside them near the Master's 
throne, 
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Strive to lift my voice in praise with theirs, 
And in sweet converse read their earthly pilgrimage. 
Thus, reader, may we each the other's story read 
Beside the streams, or in the mansions of eternal 

love, 
Stript of the difference that earth has set between 

us. 



THE HUNTER'S TALE. 



Last summer-time, wearied with noise of the great 

city,— 
Whose ceaseless wave of Hfe for ever flowing 
With restlessness of storm-tossed ocean — 
I sought the solitude by Nature given, 
'Mid flowering glades and arching forest wilds. 
The brave old giants of the forest, 
Bending their mighty arms, 
Caught up the flowers that clung most lovingly 
Around the gnarled old limbs — beauty seeking 

strength, 
The fairy children of summer-time caressing hoary 

age, 
The river, like a thread of gold, wended its way 
Through tranquil scenes, singing a song of praise, — 
Through spreading forests, and through sunny plains, 



THE hunter's tale. 129 

By hamlets sacred to the youth at eventide, 
Who, wandering by its banks, told tales of love ; 
Through crowded cities, where its crystal waters ' 
Became impure, as men who live in merchant cities 
Have rue grow with them to deform their strength. 
The song of thousand birds by day and night, 
Made the woods glad with joyous minstrelsy, 
Well knowing that we love their song. 
Vied with each other in their happy task 
The many things that mar the soul, and sadden, 
And leave it furrowed deep with care, 
Were passing thro* the gate forgetfulness— 
Dwelling so near to God gives strength and happi-. 
ness. 

Our home we made at the lodge of a hunter, 

An aged man of earnest mind and soul ; 

The grandeur of the woods had given him chfiracter. 

Strong, and silent, of a rock-like firmness, 

Simple withal, and gentle as a child — 

Faithful he was to God and man. 

His daughter Kate was fair and beautiful, 

Light as the spirit of the sylvan woods ; 

Her voice like music of the running brook,. 

Her eyes as bright as summer stars. 

Gentle she was as a little child ; 

Faithful, confiding, as the truthful are ; 

From childhood living in the mountain wild. 

Listening to winds that rocked the forest,^ 

K 
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Watching the eagle soaring Heavenward, 

Guiding her light canoe upon the river, 

Singing beside its flower-fringed margin 

Old hymns and rhymes, her sainted mother 

Taught her in happy days of childhood — 

The great world as it lay beyond, shrouded in 

mystery. 
Seemed like some fairy-fabled land 
To dream of and to love. 
At eventide, when the red sun 
Was lighting up the rugged mountains, 
Beneath the spreading oak she'd sit and listen. 
While the old hunter told the tales 
Of mighty cities, gorgeous palaces. 
Of all the panoply, the pomp and beauty, — 
Then, fearing all that he had told 
Of strange and gorgeous sights in cities seen. 
Would praise the pine-topped hills and speaking 

forests. 
The song of birds, that woke the mom and sang 

good-night; 
But oft, with many questions, would his child 
Again renew the tale, and know more fully 
All that he had told. 

Ye, on whose soul the noise of traffic 
Of a great city falls from morn till night, 
Till wearied of its din the soul seeks rest, 
Joy in the beauty of green meadows, shady lanes, 
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The corn-fields heavy with the golden grain, 

The peace and plenty of the autumn-time ; — 

Thus fell upon my soul the gentle sounds 

That came from hill, from vale, and forest; 

Loving voices, speaking more tlian words. 

Filling the soul at every breath with pleasure, 

And bearing it upon its magic wings, 

Told the beauty of its wide domain. 

On mossy bank, in mountain wild, 

Among the aged pines, where many winds, 

From wandering in the tops of spreading woods, 

Sang a low song as minstrels might; 

Or raising high its voice, peal on peal. 

Rang thro' the aisles like noise of ocean ; 

Or standing on the verge of heights from where 

The boundless plain lay full and fair, 

Thro' which the Hudson's crystal flood 

Swept proudly onward — ^rich in fabled lore ; 

Or upward gazing to the rugged cliti's, 

The eagle's home and wild domain ; 

Standing beside the rents, whence restless streams, 

Leaping from rock to rock with ceaseless roar, 

Were hid 'mid shadows of dark mountain foliage, 

Where foot of man ne'er trod. 

Wandering 'mid the mazes of the trees, 

Gathering the wild flowers every morning new. 

Listening to the song of thousand birds 

Rivalling each other in their bursts of music — . 

As distant harpings on the evening bre^i.^ 

K 2 
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Fall on the soul, and teach us strangely 

The better nature that doth dwell within us ; — 

So spake the voices of the ancient woods. 

The sun had long gone down behind the hills, 
The flowers were folding up their tender petals, 
The songsters, hid among their branches, watched 

their young, 
Or piped a low sweet strain of melody, 
Welcoming the golden stars of night. 
In wandering, I had found beside the river 
A shady bower, where loving fingers. 
Skilful to bend the vine and train the flowers. 
Had wrought a work that fairies well might envy. 
A brave old oak, while yet within its prime, 
The shaft of Heaven had stricken with death, 
Stood with its bare, rough, leafless limbs ; 
But thousand flowers, to hide its stricken form, 
Had crept from base to highest branches, 
And in gay festoons hung — 
The banners of the mighty host of flowers 
That grew from sea to wilderness — from wilderness 

to sea. 
The forest flowers in groups were gathered 
To right and left, even to the river's brink, 
Mingled with water-flowers resting on the wave, 
As infant slumbers on its mother's bosom. 
To right, the hills rose in majestic strength, 
Dark in their foliage, deep and full their voice; 
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To left, the flower-decked plain, gay and beautiful, 
Whence voices of the woodland, soft and low, 
Fell on the heart with dreamy pleasure. 

Resting upon the quaint old seat, 
I fell to musing of home and friends, 
Nor heeded that the hunter stood beside me. 
Till 'wakened by his voice, when thus he spake:-— 
"Tread lightly,' sacred is the spot you visit; 
Fain would I that no eye had marked its beauty, 
Or footstep trod its hallowed bounds, 
For youth and innocence here are sleeping. 
The hand that planted all the forest flowers. 
That brought them from their great wild home. 
That bent the vine and trained the mosses, 
That all the wild woods round no spot 
So beautiful and pleasant can be found. 
The summer flowers— they were her loved com- 
panions ; 
She spoke to them as they to her would speak — 
The language of the heart, of hope, and love. 
The earliest flowers, beneath the dead leaves hiding, 
Were welcomed as the messengers of spring ; 
And those stray children, sheltered from the winds. 
That bloomed when winter's snows were falling. 
Were cherished as lone ones only are. 
Her spirit, gentle as the summer breeze, 
Was formed for home, for love, and peace. 
A father, looking on his favourite cb\Vi, 
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May worship where he should but love ; 
Yet all who saw her sought her as their own, 
And fain would have our forest child 
To live in cities with the rich and proud." 

As men do sit when some great sorrow 

Or vision of old times is working in their soul, 

With earnest gaze forgetful of themselves, 

So sat the old man, looking earthward, 

As tho' the shadows of the past he loved 

Clung round his heart, as mosses cling 

Round ruined piles of days forgotten. 

I sat and watched the old man musing, 

The clouds of sorrow passing o'er his brow 

Till the last ray of day departed. 

And night winds sighed among the branches, 

Whispering a tune so sad and pensive, 

As tho' the spirits of the just were mourning 

The loss of Heaven to earth — of earth to Heaven. 

" Thou hast seen my sorrow — ^hear my story." 
Raising his head thus, the old man spoke : — 
" Forgive me if some bitter thoughts do live 
AVithin my heart, and utterance find. 
For 'neath your feet do rest the bones 
Of babe and mother, left to die. 
Three summers hence, when all the birds 
Were singing by their nests, rejoicing 
That no spoiler e'er came neai them^ 



/' 
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When all the flowers were young and ruddy, 

When skies were bright, and southern winds 

Came soft as kiss to loved one's lips, 

When day and night the woods were ringing 

With note of songster answering his neighbour, 

And merry voices of two happy girls 

Rang silvery clear beneath the woodland shade; — 

Such time there came a party to our home, 

Hungered by fasting, much fatigued by travel. 

Losing their road in darkness of the night. 

Prom early dawn they had wandered, toiling 

Thro* thicket, swamp, and pathless brake. 

When, lighting on our home, a shelter claimed. 

Ate of our homely fare with many thanks, 

And spent the day recounting dangers 

That had beset them in their weary road. 

Leaving their boat in quest of startled deer. 

They pressed pursuit, being young and dioughtless, 

Nor heeded till the chase had ended. 

That many weary leagues of tangled forest. 

Between them and their comrades on the river. 

Stretched ominous to toil-worn travellers. 

****** 

" Seven ardent spirits, fresh from study, 
From wisdom of the old world written in books, 
Their light hearts yet untouched by sorrow, 
The beautiful of God's creation only know, 
The souls, yet full of joyous laughter, 
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Came seeking pleasure in the fresh green woods, 

To gather from its untold treasures 

Wisdom the learned could not teach. 

Some weeks they sojourned, gathering herbs and 

flowers ; 
All day they wandered, when at eve returning 
Wearied, would sit beside our cottage door, 
And many tales of various lands would tell, 
Unknown to those who toil remote from men. 
Their many tales and winsome manners 
Did win our hearts, and much we pressed their stay ; 
And they, consenting, staid the summer through. 

" Two young hearts wandering in the shady woods. 
The gentle voices of the eventide 
Whispering their hearts sweet tales of love, 
That grew, even as the glorious dawn 
Of summer sunlight bursting on the world ; 
So grew their love, surprising their own hearts, 
With every day new strength acquiring, 
That life came charged with double earnestness : 
As love is wont to change the heart. 
And give to life a purpose holy. 
Our much-loved child more serious grown. 
The lightsome laughter of the merry girl 
Was changed to happiness, more deep and strong, 
As babbling stream from mazy course, 
From wandering thro* many sylvan shades. 
Doth grow a noble stream, detp, M\, and pure. 



THE hunter's tale. I37 

" How beautiful the love wherewith a mother 
Doth watch and guard her only child — 
The love that toils, and watches, loving still, 
With many sweet endeavours, making life's young 

days 
Rich as a noble tale by poet told. 
The many virtues that give glory, and adorn, 
She teaches with most loving practice ; 
The world doth give her meed of praise. 
And Heaven upon her aged brow 
Doth place the crown to noble mothers given. 
Such anxious mothers early know 
When love has wrought its spell upon the heart. 
And charged the young life with its dower of wealth, 
So did the mother of our child discern. 
By many incidents most oft recurring. 
That love did hold possession of her heart 
Then came those happy hours so dear to all, 
That poet cannot shape to words ; 
But that doth live within the heart 
Of prince and peasant, rich alike to all, — 
A dower of wealth that doth not fade, — 
More potent than that spring long sought by men. 
That should to age new youth impart 

" These aged limbs have lost their strength. 
The rugged mountain path has now become 
Too hard for me to climb, the startled deer 
Doth oft elude pursuit The chase 
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Has lost the charm that stirred my soul in youth; 

Yet is my heart still warm within me, 

And memories of my youthful days, 

As bursts of sunshine fall upon my path. 

But now I have not words to tell 

The wooing of young hearts yet full of love. 

They taught each other love in sylvan shades, 

Nor dreamed of parting till the moment came. 

How swift the happy moments fly. 

The golden sands of life's short hour, 

Swift as thought borne on angeFs wing, 

Caught down from Heaven, and thitherward again 

The source and centre of the blest e'er tending; 

While saddest moments hang on weary wings 

Of earth, most earthly, ever near us. 

But light and ardent as the youthful heart 

O'er sadness mounts on wings of hope, 

Lifts up the veil that hides the future, 

And sees its dreaming all reflected there. 

" The summer days were spent, and the glory 
That doth adorn the autumn woods, — 
A gorgeous mantle strangely wrought. 
As many spirits, passing, might have touched, 
Or, shaken from their Heavenly wings. 
Upon the woods the dew of Paradise, 
So great a change had fallen upon them. 
The golden fruit in heavy clusters hung, 
And many creatures, gatVvenii^ winter's store, 
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Filled all the wood with loud rejoicing. 

I'hese many changes brought the season near, — 

The end of summer, when our guests would leave ; 

And those two hearts that love had taught 

The bitterness of parting, more loving grown, 

Gave each the other love to rest upon. 

Within the soul a voice, a memory 

Speaking from the winter's woods e'en to the city, 

From the city back unto the woods again. 

" A year had passed — how short a space 

To her who loved as virtue only loves. 

The autumn ran its golden race, 

Even winter with his rugged staff and old, 

His grey beard hung with shining icicles. 

His path beset with storms and snow, 

Passed quickly by, even smiled when passing ; 

And spring, with boundless step and joyous 

laughter. 
Bloomed quickly into summer days. 

" The boat was moored, and waiting for the dawn 
That came with lordly step above the mountains ; 
His heralds lit the rugged peaks — -the eagle's home, 
And played amid the waving forest pines. 
A squadron of bright beams of golden light 
Proclaimed the coming of the regal day* 
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The peopled forest sang his welcome, and the 

breeze, 
Sweeping from down the sunlit slopes, 
Woke every gentle flower forth from its slumber. 
Her mother's words were few at parting, 
As men betimes do pray the darksome veil, 
Hiding the future from their anxious gaze, 
Might be a moment lifted, and one glimpse given 
Of the strange devious paths of life. 
So with anxious heart her loving mother 
Fain would have known her future fate. 
The welcome, and the love his friends would 

give. 

" When loved ones leave us, how thehidden springs 

Unknown within the soul burst forth, 

Teaching how much the heart in secret loves ;— 

Tjie fair traditions of a young life passed. 

As the bright memories of a golden day. 

When son, and sire, and daughter around the 

hearth, 
Do tell the mazy stories of their lives. 
Thus, as the boat was lost to sight. 
The loves and virtues, all the gentle graces, 
Of her gone from us, rushed upon the heart. 
But left those fair traditions still to cherish. 
Our love grew stronger as we prayed, oft doubting 
That from strangers she would gain such love 
As dwelt within our cabin Viom^ " 
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The winds were sighing thro* the tall grey reeds, 
And cry of wild-fowl only broke the silence, 
For sorrow, such as strong men only feel. 
Was working at the heart-strings of the hunter. 
Long time we sat thus silent, he, brooding o'er his 

sorrow— 
I, marvelling where sorrow was not found 
As tho' he read my heart, the old man spake; — 
" Oft have I thought, and, O how proudly, 
When gazing from the height of yonder mountain. 
That sorrow never entered our far home ; 
That thus remote we lived beyond his ken. 
But in a day it came, as thunderclouds 
Do gather in the heavens, and mighty storms 
Burst o'er the fair green woods and flower-deck'd plains, 
In so short a time it fell upon our hearts ; 
But Heaven did give us strength : 
We laid our loved one where she sleepeth. 
But to my story: scarce had twelve moons told 

their tale, 
When evil tidings, ever swift of wing. 
Were brought us, yet uncertain were they ; 
And tho' uncertain did we, doubting, hoping, 
Live thro' some months, even as years in length. 
Till tidings came again, the evil growing ; 
Then did I launch my boat upon the river. 
The lost and loved one to restore ; 
And once again was waiting for the dawa 
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" How good it is when burdened sore with trouble, 
When the heart feels its utter weakness, 
To stand against the many ills assailing. 
To lay the secrets bare to Him whose hand 
Doth deal us mercies as the moments fly. 
Earnest of soul, I came before the throne. 
And left it resting on the arm that faileth never, 
As weary eaglet resteth on the parent's wing, 
Gathering new strength to urge its course ; 
So pressed I onward, strong in duty ; 
Feeling at night the rush of angel- wings about me, 
Hearing a voice by day within me speaking. 
Soothing the smart that racked the soul. 

"The cool and gentle breeze, so soft and welcome. 
That ever cometh as the sun goes d6wn. 
Leaving the silvery dew upon the flowers, 
That breathes upon the heated, toilwom city, 
Cooling the fevered lip and aching brow. 
As summer with a wealth of golden grain ; — 
So day was dying robed about with glory. 

" Sauntering thro' the fields beside the river, 
Were youths and maidens teaching each other 
How love would make life's burden light, 
Judging the future by the present bliss. 
Within the busy street was noise of hurrying feet. 
And groups of anxious men were eagerly 
■C>einanding tidings from iVi^ front of war. 
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On wing of lightning the tidings came. 
Defeat had fallen upon the army, 
And rumour, with its thousand tongues, 
Scattered the evil tidings through the city. 
Thousands were slain and thousands dying ; 
The wrathful angel passing by that day, 
Left thousand hearts to mourn their slain. 
Threading the streets of that grief-stricken city, 
The mystery of war more mystic grew, 
Her thousand sons lay dead among the marshes, 
Ten thousand more were marching on to death ; 
Thrice had the angel struck the city, — 
Thrice had the widow's cry and orphan's tears 
Reached to high Heaven, nor entrance found, 
For thrice the cry for vengeance followed after. 

*' The tramp of hurrying feet had ceased — 

Ceased, too, the rack and din of human speech, 

And holy silence of the night came down 

To bless once more the worn and weary. 

The home — the city-home of her we love. 

Was darkened — darkened, lone, and desolate. 

As some great ruin there had fallen. 

Or plague-struck dwelling it was lone and bare : 

War's grim hand had wrought the ruin. 

There, shot to death upon the battle-field, the 

father lay. 
While thro' the city the mother and her child 
Wandered heart-broken, friendless, and unktvov^v^" 
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The old man bowed his head — his strong frame 

As aspen-leaf^ when troubled by the summer wind, 

Shook, as the story of his grief increased. 

He spoke not, but absorbed as oft before, 

I^eaning upon the mossy bank sat .silent. 

Till soft, a plaintive strain of music — 

A favorite song that yet he loved to hear— 

Fell on his soul, and then he spake : — 

" Why should I mourn ? the fairest flowers all fade, 

The loudest songsters die beside their nests, 

Cold winter's breath despoils the summer. 

So death doth rob us of our loved ones. 

Yet have we blessed promise given, 

When all the toils of earth are ended, 

And all our earthly has Heavenly grown, 

That lost and loved ones, bright and beautiful, 

Friends and families again united. 

Shall live thro' love's untold eternity. 

" Grief burdened, I hastened from the dwelling; 
The mom had broken, a day of toil began. 
The griefs of yesterday in part forgotten 
In fresh resolvings of to-day. 
The busy merchant hasted to his mart, 
And those who throve by hideous war 
The busiest and happiest were to-day. 
The tongues of men were loud and clamorous. 
The cry for gold was heard throughout the city; 
^en spake its worth with earnest words, — 
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Sinews of war they called the shining dust, 
And words of wise men hasted far to prove 
That fame and victory were bought therewith. 
* The worldly men — the mass of men — spake thus ; 
The few — the righteous men — prayed war might 

cease; 
But righteous wars most speedily prevail, 
And, as warriors beleaguer cities, 
So leaguered they high Heaven with prayers 
To spend His wrath upon their foes. 

" Thus the city, how wisely, how well, 
Sought help of Heaven their cause to win. 
Meanwhile, the many thousands left to mourn. 
Wandering from place to place, sought help in vain. 
Men spake with 'bated breath of houseless widows, 
Of wretched children wandering in the streets, 
Of crime and misery unknown before, 
Now grown hideous in the eye of day. 
Thus wandering, I sought our now lost child. 
The many sounds of commerce passed unheeded — 
Unheeded passed, the marvels of the city. 
For 'mid its labyrinth of streets was wandering, 
Homeless, friendless, and alone — our child. 

** Full sick of heart I grew when all the day, 
In searching thus the various crowd, was spent, 
And night came down upon my heart 
With silent sadness of despair. 
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Oft have I stood upon the mountain height, 

When darkness wrapt the woods in gloom, 

When stealthy footfall of the forest prowlers, 

Softly creeping from their hidden lair, 

Alone was heard, the silence breaking. 

But ne*er did silence of the night appal, 

Ne'er did my soul so weak and lonesome grow, 

As wandering thro' those darkened streets. 

The rich and idle all had homeward wended. 

The clang of toil had ceased, and all her sons 

With quickened step from labour hastened ; 

The votaries of pleasure, old and young, heedless alike 

Of sorrows of to-day or future grief ; 

The restless, houseless, wandering, half-clad poor, 

Aimless wandered, as misery ever doth ; 

Such groups I met, — bands of wretched women 

With' thrice wretched children, clinging there for 

comfort, 
Their home, the streets, while with lewd song 
And ribald oath, lawless and wild. 
The brigands of the city held domain. 
Timid children, with no eye but Heaven 
To look in pity on their rugged road. 
Lay down to sleep, the bright stars watching. 
The night winds sighing their dismal lullaby. 
Thus the proud city, by day prosperous and happy; 
By night, crime-stricken, desperate, full of sin. 

'By day I searched the crov^d*, Y)^ u\%\vt 
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I wandered, watching all night through. 

Wearily by me passed the mazy stream, 

Till faces grew familiar to my sight ; 

But she, so loved and sought, I found not. 

I've seen the red man of the woods, with patient 
toil. 

Work 'gainst the stream his light canoe, 

From sunrise even to sunset, labouring, 

When he would reach his home and hunting- 
fields ; 

God supported, laboured I thus earnestly, 

Tho' hope grew feeble, being long deferred. 

" Finding those we love when the last hope 

Is fading from the soul, — as when the rock, 

Smit by the prophet's rod, the stream gushed forth, — 

So gladdened was my heart when that fair face, . 

Now wan and pale, struck full upon my sight. 

Hast ever seen a flower in forest blooming ? 

Wet with the gentle dew by night, — by day 

The warm sun looking down in love upon it, 

The spft winds kissing its fair petals — 

A child of the wild wood, fresh and beautiful. 

Rudely taken from its forest home, 

'Twill fade and die ; as wild bird, prisoned 

Round by iron bars, doth fret its life away ; 

Thus our child, bom in the forest — 

Her infant lullaby, the mighty winds, 

Her childhood, tales of birds and fto^^T^, 

L 2 
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Her loved companions these fair woodland spirits ; 
The birds they sang for her alone ; the flowers 
They bloomed beneath the shady trees, 
That she might love and tend them,— 
The proud hard city was but known 
. In legends, as old sea-wanderers might tell ^ 
Of distant lands full of strange sights and awful. 
But I do fear I weary with* my sorrow." • 
Thus spake the hunter ; 
But much I pressed the story yet to learn, 
When breaking the long silence thus he spake : — 

" The tale of many broken hearts 
Was like to that our child would often tell 
Of wise men, by repute, grown fools, 
Or so-called Christian men, possessed 
Of some strange spirit, seeking glory 
From life-blood of a million slain. 
Proud of their country and their country's honour, 
Proud of their liberty and generous deeds,— 
As he of old so self-sufficient, 
Thanking high Heaven with many words. 
That he was not as other men, — 
Thus stood the men, their red sword dripping 
Blood from their erring brother's hearts. 
The tale of war so old has grown that men 
Have ceased to shudder at the hideous form. 
Words have but power of words, heard, forgotten; 
A spirit-stirring voice lias v^at, 
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The slumbering passions of men's souls take fire, 

Strengthening with victory or defeat the while. 

The murderous rout, the piled-up dead, 

Are hushed to silence by the crowd ; but branded 

Upon ten thousand hearts of wretched mothers. 

And thrice ten thousand children. 

'Tis true I speak but one short tale of sorrow, 

But that one tale is of our home. 

Could the avenging sword, as of old, 

Slay one in every house the nation through — 

Who thought to lift the sword in strife, 

As palsy-stricken would fall and rust forgotten. 

mXf %V *J* •■'' %'* *** 

St* ^ 0f^ ^^^ ?,* -1* 

" We would not teach much sorrow unto youth, 
Tho' blessed is he who bears the yoke while young. 
Who would mar one hour of life's scant joy, 
Or pour one bitter drop in life's young cup ? 
Full soon the arrow strikes the soul. 
Marring the beauty that was once so fair. 
Two weary months we watched her couch beside. 
Her spirit growing brighter as her strength grew 

less. 
The earthly temple wasting into earth. 
The Heavenly life escaping into Heaven. 
Her much-loved flowers she oft would gaze upon, 
Speak to them, as tho' they utterance had, 
In simple words of love, caressing 
Their fair fi-esh leaves and lender \Ao^^wcvs», 

^ 3 
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Nor bidding them farewell, for simple faith 
Dwelt within her heart that she should meet them 

all again 
More bright and beautiful in their first home, 
From whence the angels brought them to this 

earth of ours. 
The carols of the birds at mom and eve 
Much pleasure gave ; the lattice opened, 
That sunshine, song, and joy of life — 
Of all the happy creatures of the woods 
She loved so much, might bear her company ; 
Then would she speak of angel-choirs, 
The throng that kneeled before the throne, 
The glassy streams that never dry, 
The smile of God for ever on the soul — 
Love everywhere — love ever new. 
Thus, day by day, of Heaven and rest. 
Much would she speak, as tho' 
The opening gates were full in view; 
Dwelling thus near to Heaven, death came 
Even as a gentle sleep. 

" I had been upon the mountain watching. 
Returning unsuccessful from the chase. 
For I had lost the skill I once possessed ; 
With foot less firm, and hand unsteady, 
Nor keen of eye, as practised hunter should. 
My faithful dog grown, even as myself, 
Spiritless, wandered down the rugged path. 
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The weight of ten years* toil had fallen upon my 

frame, 
And thrice ten years upon my heart, — 
But two short years had run the race, 
Leaving their many joys and sorrows, 
Hastening all men on their pilgrim way, — 
Two years had passed, but death e'er busy, — 
Our circle was but small, but twice he came 
To gather to himself, and mar our joy. 
The mother first, then our eldest child — 
The mother, ripening into age, the golden sunset 
Of calm and peaceful light upon her brow, 
Her child — the morning of life's day yet dawning 

brightly. 
Beautiful and fair, she slept in peace. 
Ever as slumber resteth on the young. 

'* How hard to still repining of the heart. 

When all we love is taken from us. 

When silence reigns in place of joyous laughter. 

And seats left vacant by the cottage door. 

Gazing upon our humble cabin home. 

Where lay her wasted form, once full of life ; 

Whose lightsome step had climbed the mountain 

path, 
Whose merry voice had echoed thro' the woods ; 
Who, at sunset, by her flower-fringed porch. 
Chanted the cheering words of sacred song — 
The angels of our home to cheer and bless. 
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And twine round life's declining days, 

Even as the flowers round strong trees climb, 

Lending to age their beauty. 

" I made her grave in this her loved retreat ; 
We mourned her, I and her young sister, 
For many months — each day we came to speak. 
To wake the memories of the past beside her 

grave. 
Tending the many flowers much comfort gave. 
And healed the wound our hearts had borne. 
But sorrow, settled in the heart of age, 
Doth wear it, as the mountain stream 
Or torrent wears the strong rock away. 
In darkened shades of woods, beneath the pines 
That lined the rugged mountain height — 
In pleasant vales, where hidden brooks, 
Singing all the day their pleasant song. 
Beside the river's brink, or in mid stream, 
A voice of grief is ever in my heart. 
Then would I come beside her grave ; 
My heart grew quiet as I rested there. 
Fain would I sleep her peaceful slumber, 
And welcome death as one whose days were 

ripe. 
And yet, I fain would live, our younger child sus- 
taining. 
Praying, as hermit prays, she may escape 
The ills that life beset." 
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* * * The old man ceased, 
And bade me judge all that he had spoken, 
A father's taie of one he loved ; 
Then rising, wandered forth again 
Into the wood he loved so much ; 
But I, yet lingering beside the grave, 
The time and circumstances favouring, I strove 
To estimate the nation's sorrow. 
When four long wasted years of war. 
More fell than pestilence, had swept the land. 



Once more the noise and toil of the great city. 
Its busy wave of life, ebbing, flpwing. 
Fell heavily upon my soul. 
He who would know the busy life we lead. 
The folly and the wisdom 'mongst us found, 
Should have its bustle for a time, and view 
Away from faction and din of commerce. 
Its fierce and ceaseless workings. 
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